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TITLE OF COVER PIC 
Abandoned Boat 


Note: A fact about the picture. | had passed that boat 
many, many times; it had been lying there for years, 
broken and abandoned. The day after | snapped this 
picture, it was gone. 


~ Svanhild L@vli 


ABOUT THE ARTIST 


Svanhild L@vli loved to read poetry from an early age and 
has become very fond of lyrics of Norwegian writers. Her 
grandfather was a great storyteller and poet, and was her 
greatest source of inspiration. 


After dramatic and life-threatening circumstances, she 
started to write poetry, and creativity became a source of 
healing and zest of life. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
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Dr. Supatra Sen 


About The Author 


Dr. Supatra Sen, currently Associate Professor in a reputed 
Kolkata college is a veteran academician, teaching and 
researching in the fields of Botany and Environment. Her 
international books, papers and reviews are chiefly in her 
professional subject. She has edited several UGC funded 
ISBN volumes and is also the founder and Chief Editor of an 
ISSN peer-reviewed multi-disciplinary academic journal 
‘Harvest’ since 2016. Her tryst with poetry writing began in 


2020 during the global pandemic and in October 2021 her 
poetry anthology ‘My Autumn Sonata’ was published. 


REVIEW BY GLORY SASIKALA 


Supatra Sen is a valued contributor to GloMag, the monthly 
prose and poetry magazine that | edit and publish. Hers 
poems, accompanied as they are by pictures taken by her, 
skim the surface, ever so gently touching on emotions so 
you're faintly aware of their presence before the full impact 
and poignancy dawns on you. There is an aftermath to her 
poems; they linger on... 


There is a tiny mention of GloMag in the “In Gratitude” 
section for which | am thankful. It's a pleasure featuring her 
work. 


So much of this book—aptly titled ‘My Autumn Sonata’ —is 
about Kolkata that | don't mind acknowledging that it took 
me on a nostalgic trip down memory lane of a city that is 
my birthplace and where | spent a major part of my 
childhood and teenage years. | love it! 


The old cities in India—and indeed around the world—are a 
bit like precious old books—yellow parchment that might 
crumble to the touch, each page read so many times over 
and yet, somehow new and engrossing each and every time 
one reads it. The sounds, sights, and flavours of Kolkata 


painted for the reader by one for whom the city and its 
cultural nuances are part of parcel of her daily existence. 
She is at one with her city and its people. 


My pulsating city | see you everyday 
Through an intricate leafy architecture 

Of my quaint balcony 

Now hushed and silenced 

The Bridge, Princep Ghat, the Royal Gardens, 
The imposing colonial structures 

Crammed book shops, Coffee House 

Dreamy winding by-lanes 

Where the wise old trees cast their shadows 


eee) 


It’s near impossible to think of Kolkata without associating 
it with Durga Puja. 


When ‘no puja this time actually means 
Then finally the four days 
Of the mighty Goddess 


She would be everywhere... 


2K OK OK KK OK KK KOK 


The ‘bhog’ next to perfect 
FCO OK KOK 

Clad in a wet red-bordered saree 

The ‘bindi’ smudged in sweat 

She would at last lie in peaceful slumber 
On the floor where the idol had stood 
The Mother... 

And then, of course, the Monsoons arrive in all their glory: 
Monsoons are nearly midway 

While the clouds play truant... 
SR KK 

Moving, changing 

Gathering only to dismantle... 

Conjuring images 

Weaving tales 

Of dreams...and droplets 


And in this beautiful city, so many lives are played out to 
become precious memories against the background of a 


house that is as much a silent observer as it is the stage— 
and a character too! 


And now home-coming 

To my dark, empty house 

As lonely and dilapidated as its sheltered 
But my old faithful 

You’re still home 

a a | 

The ‘krishnachura’ entwines the house 

In close companionship 

The ‘madhabilata’ creeping on the iron gate 
Add to the grace and fragrance 

Of such old homes 

The spreading branches 

ee ee | 

And then, there are the lives themselves, the memories... 
Balconies have stories to tell 

Only that there is little time to listen 


Balconies have stories to tell 


Only that there is little time to listen 

Of children playing and hiding 

The adventurous climbing to look afar 
At teenage to share secrets 

Read the hidden letters 

Of adults coming out only in necessity 
And the old as their last resort 

From one who likes to travel: 

Different roads...different destinations 
Our trains are to cross paths at an unknown junction 
Just a glimpse perhaps 

A moment of divinity -- a fleeting instant 
To linger a lifetime... 


Mothers, yes. Always Mothers...Ufff!! Sharp and observant; 
caring too! 


And you? 
Now...what exactly is wrong with me!! 
Her eyes pierced me through... 


Then looked far far away 


So many lies... 

For that one ultimate Truth 
Love...and Love 

But Love will always find a way? 
Often they would meet 

Some chance encounters, 

Others a little planned - 

Sometimes between work, 

The library, at the computer 

Or even the canteen or the railway station 
A shy smile, a gentle nod 

Words unspoken - thoughts shared 
As the flute played on magical notes 


In the Autumn of Life one can look back 
satisfaction...on a life well-lived: 


Life for you was a celebration 
And death no less 
Long after you have left 


The spirit for battle remains 


with 


With grace, with dignity 
Life’s ultimate triumph over death... 


All said and done, this is a deeply satisfying read, the 
flavours and fragrances and cultural nuances of an ancient 
city intertwined with one’s life, taken one day at a time, 
one day at a time, and suddenly, here we are! In the 
autumn of life! Yet, somehow, not monotonous...not 
monotonous at all! You, the reader, feels the need to muse 
over your own life as some faint notes resonate... 


Fragrances that linger on...long after you’ve put down the 
book. 
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DEATH OF A MOTHER 
Cold early morning 
And scent of death is in entangled dew 


Bazaar is burnt with flames of woes. 


An egg-seller, a mother of 


Four playing children, has just died. 


By the side of the bazaar 


A palace is coming up to kiss 


The abundant sky. 
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A rogue truck, unloading its gold, 
Has dashed against a leaning wall, 
And under its debris the mother 


Has got a clean burial. 


Her children 
Are still playing at home 


And waiting for her gifts of the day. 


They will wait and wait and wait 
Their mother will never appear 
The sun will go down 

And the moon never appears 


in their desolate sky. 
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Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published six books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 
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WORDING THE HEART 

| whisper smiles and tears 
The earth is painted blood 
The night is a steady corpse 


Suddenly, the sun loses its light. 
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An empty hand reaches for a cigarette 
| notice her as a blooming rose 
My lady preferred the blue skies, 


As | had chosen to remain in the blues. 


The spirit of the autumn season 
It develops in me year after year 
With my rhymes on the colourful 


-leaves falling into old tombstones. 


| attempt to wording my heart 
My grief is fitting of my life roots 
My joys stand on the wings of my soul 


The flute will be my farewell verse. 
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Ahmad Al-Khatat: Ahmad Al-Khatat was born in Baghdad, 
Iraq. His work has appeared in print and online journals 
globally and he has poems translated into several 
languages. He has been nominated for Best of the Net 
2018. He is the author of The Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On 
The War’s Frontline, Gas Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, 
Roofs of Dreams, The Grey Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of 
Sweetness. He lives in Montreal, Canada. 
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ARGENTINA 

When | think of Argentina 

- a beautiful girl in a silver dress, 

girded with a sash from heaven and snow, 
which she fastens with a sun-shaped brooch, 


emerges from my imagination. 


She is tall and slender 


- she touches the ice of Patagonia 


with her feet in the white pumps 
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and she loosens her long hair 


in the thicket of the tropical jungle. 


In her gaze the cloudless sky over the Andes 
and the vastness of the ocean is reflected. 
Her heart beats to the rhythm of the tango, 
danced by everyone torn by passion 


in the beautiful capital city - Buenos Aires. 


She has the joy of a carefree child, 
who likes to play with the ball all day, 
but when nostalgia hits her, 

she plays love songs on a green guitar 


borrowed from Graciela Yraizoz 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania as well as other organisations. She has received 
two medals—the Nosside UNESCO Competition in Italy 
(2015) and European Academy of Science Arts and Letters 
in France (2017). She has also received a reward of 
international literary competition in Italy, “Tra le parole e 
‘elfinito” (2018). She was announced a poet of the 2017 
year by Soflay Literature Foundation (2018). She also 
received the Bolestaw Prus Prize Poland (2019), Culture 
Animator Poland (2019) and _ ffirst prize Premio 
Internazionale di Poesia Poseidonia- Paestrum Italy (2019). 
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SILENT FREEDOM SONG 

An elegant shapely sophistication 
gently covers this feline gazing 

as if all that mattered were 

hers: she called it Love. 

In the distance snow-clad junipers 
restrained their shivering 


for after all — what would 
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behoove them most 

was silence so vast that Cat 

understood and you and | waiting 

with baited breath for splendor to rise-settle 

all on same old our lands renewed with freedom 

NIGHT OF THE FULL MOON 

And what did you dream of in the night of the silver moon? 
Under the upside-down sky on a four-legged post bed, 
where stars have fallen like thousand drops of dew 


shining gold in morning light? Tenderness for a new day! 


Then day stretched into noon sun scathed, laden with heat 
flies floundered all around where children played and ate. 


What did their dreams do in fields, classes, worn out 
books? 


How did they learn to dance on the cracked earth and 
smile? 
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What did you dream of when you snared their victuals 
breads 


Fruits, chillies, glass of milk—stuff that brought you to fire? 


The moon is full tonight; Take a look. It shines golden-silver. 


Will you remember upon waking dreams that make you 
glow? 


Are you marked for joy? | must to bed, My drowsy eyes 
create 


stillness like blue sonnet turned brown—each rhyme a- 
coupling. 


When dawn visits, will you arise in gratitude of what’s to 
come? 


# 
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Ambika Talwar: She is an India-born educator, author, 
artist, and wellness consultant whose ecstatic poetry 
“bridges worlds.” Winner of the Great India Poetry Contest 
(2018) and Pushcart nominee, she has authored 4 Stars & 
25 Roses (for her father); My Greece: Mirrors & 
Metamorphoses, a poetic-spiritual travelogue. Her poems 
appear in RuddyRavensCheshireCats&RustyRats, Fasihi, 
Roseate Sonnet Anthology, We Are Here, Grateful 
Conversations, River Paws, Beyond Words, Aatish 2, 
GloMag, and others. ~ Published also in Kyoto Journal, 
Chopin with Cherries, On Divine Names, VIA-Vision in 
Action, St. Julian Press, Tower Journal, Enchanting Verses, 
Quill & Parchment, Ambika won an award for a short film. 
Recently retired as professor emerita (English), she also 
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practices a fusion of holistic modalities. She notes, “Poetry 
and holism offer a refining language for us to keep 
discovering our wholeness.” She is board-member of CSPS 
(California State Poetry Society) and lives in USA and India. 


~ https://www.creativeinfinities.com 
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GREAT SEVERANCE 

Even severance can be this much beautiful 

this much loving and this much sweet— 

Your severance got me to realize that. 

Your severance has given me much more 

than could your presence in my life. 

Your presence could've satiated my thirst for you. 
Your severance keeps my thirst for you insatiable. 
Your presence could have given me 


some extreme pleasure like lust does. 
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Your severance has given me only pure love 

that lasts longer than lust. 

Your presence would have been as sweet 

as some heard melodies. 

Your severance is those unheard that are sweeter 


like in the great poem by John Keats. 


Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 


36 


MEMORIES OF SHAHJAHANABAD 
on a suddensummernoon at Jama Masjid, 


a hot wind screamed of traitors and lovers 


of the 1857 mutiny and such maddeningmoments, 


loving was only so acute then 


a sun cut in two finally falling on distant ramparts, 


and streets started rolling back 
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unveiled, your smile swept us 


in a chiaroscuro of old patterned 


dreams. 


at night we slept under a blanket 


of old poetry books 


cheeks touching, breathing in each other 


we saw Stars above and 


Ghalib looking down at 


uS 


as always 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 


physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 
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SNOW TREE 
Tree 


So intimate 


With Snow 


What secrets 
Do you tell 


Do you know? 
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Limbs intertwined 
Crown to Root 


Leaves dusted 


Such abandon 
In your sharing 


Ice encrusted! 


Tree 
Snow is lovely 


You know 


But how long 
Will it remain 


Just so? 


When the thaw 


Comes 
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It must go. 


Yes 
Says the Tree 
Yes 
Says the Snow 


We know 


But why are you 
So dense 
To Love’s intense 


Impermanence? 
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Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: | am a retired civil servant but at 
heart a poet and teacher. | write, mostly poetry, in English, 
Hindi, Urdu and Punjabi. | was awarded the NISSIM 
International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 and then the 
Reuel International Award (First Prize) 2020 for Non-Fiction 
Prose by The Significant League, a well-known Creative 
Writing Group on Facebook. Recently, the Destiny 
International Community of Poets based out of Wakefield, 
England, UK declared me Winner of their Poet of the Year 
2020 as well as Critic of the Year 2020 recognitions. 
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ODE TO OLD AGE 

In the rubble of time’s wreck 

a semblance of bygone beauty lurks 
aloof, trapped in mutating pockets 
of shattered frame 

Stoic eyes caked summer soil 

in wake of thunderstorm bathes 
tears welling up from earth 

with a wisp of petrichor 


Weary heart blinking throb 
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measures love to the brink 

a spate of it overflows perchance 

to smile on shrivelled crescent moon 
Furrows streak an ancient temple 
carved years of wisdom 

like pediment of butter soft placidity 
adorns the sacrosanct shrine 

Sinuous veins on parched skin 

knit a tale of everlasting endurance 
blessed is the soul whose mind can read 


age old story written on tatters bold. 
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Amita Ray: Amita Ray is former associate professor in 
English of a college and is based in Kolkata. An academic of 
varied interests, she is a Translator, Short Story writer, and 
Poet. She has two volumes in Translations of noted Bengali 
authors to her credit. She is presently a translator in several 
on-going projects. Her latest publication is a collection of 
short stories titled TRAIL OF LOVE AND LONGINGS. She has 
a passion for writing poems and has been widely published 
in various anthologies and journals. She is also an Executive 
Committee member’ of Intercultural Poetry and 
Performance Library, Kolkata. 
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‘IF THERE IS C HYALRFAIGATBEL RE 
UGLINESS BECO MESMEBIEFALUSIAY ; 
LF THERE IS NONE 


PBREAUTY BECOMES| UGLINESS. 
fi Yk 


~Nigerian proverb 


1, 

Do not be ashamed of your beauty. 

It won't last long. 

It is the beauty of youth that fades away 
like a song, 

that withers when left 

love-lorn, 

that like a flower is born 

only from the stem 


to be torn. 
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2. 

Do not be ashamed of your ugliness”. 

It is the only thing of yours 

people won't fight you for 

to take away from you. 

It is not like the ugliness of youth 

that passes away like spring 

when acne and freckles no longer sting. 
"Age cannot wither nor beauty stale" 
your ugliness. 

Guard it as what it is: 

treasure 

from the dragon's hoard 

that is the most precious piece 

for behind it may be hid 

as in the case of Pope 

a startling poem like ‘The Rape of the Lock’ 


or as in the case of the Hunchback 
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of Nortre Dame 
the only heart made of pure gold. 


Note: Thanks to Ravindra Arora for the inspiration for the second 


poem. 


Ampat Koshy: Dr. Koshy A.V. was till recently working as an 
Assistant Professor in the English Department of Jazan 
University, Saudi Arabia. He has many books, degrees, 
diplomas, certificates, prizes, and awards to his credit and 
also, besides teaching, is an editor, anthology maker, poet, 
critic and writer of fiction. He runs an autism NPO with his 
wife, Anna Gabriel. Two of his co-authored books published 
in 2020 were Amazon best-sellers in India and USA, namely, 
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Wine-kissed Poems with Jagari Mukherjee and Vodka by 
the Volga with Santosh Bakaya. His latest achievements are 
winning a certificate in Italy for his poetry, and editing an 
anthology as well as working as Visiting Professor in FET, 
Jain University, Bangalore, teaching Communicative English 
for Academic Purposes. 
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Maddi Bazocco (www.unsplash.com) 


JANUARY SONG: OGDEN NASH STYLE 
January chilled out, January lazy 
January cold winds, crispy, crazy 
January gurgling deep still waters 
January gold flecked chords of laughter 
January memoirs, of a fresh new start 


Warms tired noggins of December hearts 
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January promises preserved in May 
Boxed and forgotten, and put away 

In lofts of autumn gathering dust 

Raising shimmering haze of youthful lust 
Till in November the heart remembers 
Old avowals in songs, simmering lingers. 
Bring down the boxes! December's back, 
Rise, Rebel! Revel, 

Against the odds life stacks 

Strength gathered in vintage wine 
Promises fruition, 


Come January time. 


Janus month facing either ways 


Portal to past and future 


Shall lead the way. 
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In a heartbeat bestowing at midnight's stroke 
Three hundred sixty five 


Fresh leaves of hope. 


January tender, January djinn 


Old wine in new bottles 


The New Year rings in. 
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Amrita Valan: Amrita Valan is a writer from India and a 
mother of two boys. Her work has been printed in 
anthologies, such as Poetica 2 and 3, (Clarendon Press), and 
The Poet’s Christmas, Faith, Childhood, Friendship and 
Adversity anthologies. Her poems and short stories have 
been printed in online journals such as Piker’s Press, 
Academy of Hearts and Minds, Short Story Town and 
Spillwords, among others. Her debut collection of 50 poems 
Arrivederci was published in May 2021, and a collection of 
17 short stories titled In Between Pauses, was just 
published in November 2021 by ImpSpired Press. 
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FOSSILS 

Ice is melting fast 

& getting stored 

in our minds, hearts. 

White bear & the blue whale will 

roam inside the television square; 

as trees of myriad forests watch 

in agony. 

The sun will ultimately die, but long before 
will extinguish our smiles; our sophistication; 


our precocious existence. 
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The rising sea will wash away 


our vanity; id; our crime. 


Before the ultimate dark, 

the white bear will seek last, 
desperate shelters in the vast ice 
of our minds; --- 


fossils by that time. 
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Aneek Chatterjee: | am a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. | got published in reputed literary magazines and 
poetry anthologies across the globe. | authored 14 books 
including three poetry collections and a novel. My third 
poetry collection titled ‘Of Ashes and Persiflage’ (New Delhi 
and Kolkata, Hawakal) came out in November, 2020. | have 
a Ph.D. in International Relations, and have been teaching 
in leading Indian and foreign universities. | was a Fulbright — 
Nehru Visiting faculty at the University of Virginia, USA and 
a recipient of the prestigious ICCR Chair to teach abroad. 
My poetry has been archived at Yale University. 
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THE OPEN ROAD 
A long drive on the open road 
Feelings of bliss warm your heart 


As your soul celebrates freedom. 


There are no encumbrances 

No obstacles to stop you from this journey 
Like the iceberg has melted 

Washing away all life’s troubles 

No more will you be restrained 


By psychological manipulation 
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Like parasites destroying your psyche 


This dark tunnel has finally ended 


As you embrace the open road. 

The breeze gently blows 

You feel the bliss of life 

Imbibing your heart and soul 

Savor each bend and curve 

Like a synchrony in perfect harmony 
You create your own melodies 

As you meander through the roads 
You once travelled nostalgia 
embraces you like the morning dew 
Fly high like a bird soaring in the skies 
To many more treasured moments 


Loving life on the open road. 
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ie Ot 

Angela Chetty: | am a poet residing in Durban, South Africa. 
| work as a consultant. | have contributed to various 
international anthologies and numerous journals. | have 
also published a poetry anthology. | have been honoured as 
a contemporary poet with the most heartfelt poems in 
2019 and had two poems featured in the Top 100 poems 


for 2019. 
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DON'T FORGET TO LOVE ME 

And don't forget to love me 

In this season of torrential rain 
The sky is draped with dark clouds 


Try to love me and let me forget my pain 


And don't forget to smile at me 
In this season of overflowing brook 
The trees are drunk and dance to 


The tune of thunder and wind runs amok 
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Don't forget to remember me 
Sitting on stairs in a thoughtful mood 
For love sprouts in the heart of a 


Lover looking at the rain and flitting cloud 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He was born in a small town, 
Brajrajnagar, in Odisha, India. At present he is working in 
coal mine sector and writes poems and stories when he 
gets time. He has already published two books of poems, 
Fragrance of Love and Melody of Love. He is working on his 
third book now. His poems have been published in many 
national and International Anthologies. He loves to write 
romantic poems. He likes travelling and meeting people of 
different nationalities and cultures. He takes inspiration 
from simple life of the villagers and Nature’s beauty still 
thriving in rural areas. He enjoys walking by streams and 
into forests to be with flora and fauna. 
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pic by Anju Kishore, clicked at her apartment 


The star did leap alright 
but has lost its way 

in its own light 

The Parijat is denied 

its tryst with the soil 

by its leaf 


that caught it mid-flight 


Look at the koel 
storming its lungs so 
Why 


wouldn't they blossom anyway 
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those boughs of the mango 
Has time ever stilled 

for what the mind 

couldn't let go 

or for what the heart 


turned sore 


Fingers bleed for freedom 
at the fine billets of gold 
when unlatched is the cage 
unwatched its door 

Who is to guide 

wretched sight 

from wailing for the morn 


to perceiving dawnlight 


65 


Anju Kishore: Anju Kishore, a published poet and editor, 
likes to call herself a Window Wanderer. Once a 
professional accountant, her calling now is letting her spirit 
leap off the ledge of her window, into not only the bluetiful 
beyond but also into the humdrum of living, the clatter of 
which she attempts to placate with the warp and weft of 
words. 
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LOST AND FOUND 


chasing the spectres of what was 

and what could have been 

the empty groove, that was once full of life 
encircles in grief, stumbles in cycles 

scared of the grizzled silhouettes 
remnants of the broken bridge 

that was once the road to bliss 

choked in muddled existence 

of the shining sun and the grim night 

the quagmire and the delusion 


along the twisted tales of doing and being 
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that constant sound of galloping along the wheels 
the mundane rigmarole 

of breathing, becoming and the endless drifting 
the irony of being invisible yet overwhelming 

the hopeless despair, blighted and wary 

a fatigue that comes and goes 

as life and its labyrinth unfolds, 

the corridors of endless doors 

light and the dark, noise and the silence 

peace and the struggle, hope and the anguish 
warmth and the chill, empty and the complete 
the adventures and the monotony 

the crowd and the empty room 

all of these and more 

the drooping shoulders now need some rest 

not the usual beanbag, coffee mug and the book stack 
now is the time to stop and look around 


the doorway to home is somewhere close 
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a home that is yours to rest 
and to find your route 


back to where you lost your way again! 


Ankurita Pathak: She is a writer, occasional poet, TEDx 
speaker and a seasoned communications professional from 
Golghat (Assam). A former journalist, she is currently 
working with FICCI as Joint Director. A proud alumna of 
Cotton College, Guwahati, she is also a postgraduate in 
English from Delhi University. She has been regularly 
writing articles, poems, travelogues and short stories for 
newspapers, magazines, portals, and blogs. She, along with 
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her brother, has recently co-authored a coffee table book 
titled “Black Coffee & Metamorphosis, which has been 
listed in the 10+ Hoppingo curated coffee table books 
alongside ‘Masterpieces of Indian Art by Alka Pandey’ and 
‘National Geographic Rarely Seen’. 


70 


EVENING SINGS A SOFT SONG 
Wind playing in the willow trees, 


rustling the leaves like sheer lace curtains. 


Fiery orange glow of the sun sinks slowly, 


swallowed up by the hungry horizon. 


Last faint traces of the soft evening light, 


sparkling off of the tall damp marsh grass. 
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Flocks of song birds on the wing, 


silhouetted against a marbled purple sky. 


Sound of a sleepy owl awakening 


as he stretches and prepares for his night hunt 


| sit serenely while taking it all in, 
observing the grand symphony of nature playing, 
as evening sings a soft song. 


* Published by The Scarlet Leaf Review, September 2017 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 14 poetry books. | was nominated 
for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was the winner of 
Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year (Poetic), my 
bio is featured in the “Who’s Who of Emerging Writers 
2020 and 2021,” published by Sweetycat Press. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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TO OUR LIGHTHOUSE 

Note from Glory: Thank you so much Anurag! 
Poets are lost sailors, 

In the fog of web and emotion, 

Too often prone to lose, 


Their direction and motivation 
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In all this comes a Lighthouse, 

With its regular pattern beam, 

Then the sailors know, 

Which way to set their steam, 

And let the winds of imagination 

Huff and Puff and Blow, 

Sending the ships of poetry, 

Sailing again, at one signal from the Glo! 


Dedicated to our Lighthouse, GLO! 
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Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — 
with quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from 
friends — been devoted to occasionally tapping to the 
Muse’s dictats from time to time. 
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PEACE BETWEEN NATIONS 

When two nations are neighbours 
and one easy soul 

they have ear to hear each other 
even in silence 

they know each other’s nerve 

not getting mad at each other; 
Times may be sad 

and little locked up 

But when they knock other’s door 


The one comes outside 
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to welcome the other inside 


and that’s the cure for peace 


for sure. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a middle school teacher posted 
at Dharhara block in Munger district of bihar province 
(India). He has got a letter of appreciation from the 
President of India for his poem. 
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SOMEWHERE IN OUR SILENCE... 
A silent wordless evening 


What shall we do with our memories? 


The smell of unknown wildflower 
Unknown dreams in our half-sleep night 
Deep-sea and sunkissed beaches 


Broken and untamed memory dancing 


Our footprints on the cobblestone 


Words pile up as wildflowers 
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That have turned to stone 


The silence creeps up 


The crescent moon smiles 


In this untamed silent night 


Moon closed its eyes in shame... 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier’s College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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BEST GRIEVE FOR A PROPER WHILE 
Good grieving is Nature’s smart-design, 
Best kept safe from the stoic mind, 
Best kept from social over-think, 


And as natural as to eat and drink 


Her nature says: | take a while. 
Come heal with me or be in-denial: 
When primal tears have wailed their dirge 


There clears a space for smiles to surge... 
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Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lam a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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DAY OF RECKONING 

you clearly heard the 'no' she said 

but you still followed that evil voice in your head 
penetrating her without her approval 

because your actions are all mean and cruel 

you've just become part of that disgusting and vicious circle 
your nasty behaviour cannot be rectified by a miracle 
robbing women of their pride and dignity 

you don't belong in a normal society 

you are worse than the scum of the earth 


many wished your mother never gave birth 
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to a monster like you uglier than a scar on a lion in the zoo 
the trauma and the pain you do have a clue 
but yet you still went ahead with your inhumane act 


your day of reckoning will come that's a fact 


Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. He attended Soutpan Primary and 
matriculated at Westville Secondary School. Boggenpoel 
completed a Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson 
Mandela Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
Anthology 1 December 2016. The book was well received 
by the public and he sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
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(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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AUTUMN, THEN AND NOW 


| remember, 


Sleeping under a starry sky, 

A small cloud was floating by, 
Moon was playing hide and seek, 
With my parents and siblings, 


| was catching moonbeams. 


How time moves on, 


Autumn turns to winter so fast, 
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A little girl in flowery frock, 

Is in her autumn now, 

And her child, 

Who was playing pumpkin on her back 
Has flown to a different land, 


Does Autumn look the same there? 


88 


Bharati Nayak: Bharati Nayak is a bilingual poet, critic and 
translator from Bhubaneswar, India. She has done her 
graduation from Raveshaw College, Cuttack and _ post- 
graduation from Utkal University, Bhubaneswar. Her poems 
have been published in more than hundred books, e-books 
and magazines of national and international repute. She 
has so far published eight books. She was conferred the 
Sahitya Lahari award by International Cosmos Society, India 
in 2018 and Star Ambassador of World Poetry And Art 
Philosophique Poetica International Award in Literature by 
the World Poetry Conference in Bhatinda, Punjab, India in 
2019. 
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HAZARDOUS MATERIAL 

The package is placed 

on government-approved scales, 
when comes the inevitable question: 


“Are any hazardous 
or inflammatory items 
contained herein?” 


| hesitate to answer because, 
after all, hidden behind 
enveloped paper are 


books. 


Is Bukowski as dangerous 
as Bakunin? 
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Perhaps reading Ovid may 
pave the way to weddings 
for gays. 


If |send Vonnegut 
or Solzhenitzyn, am | guilty 
of shipping sedition? 


Might young ladies— 
taking in too much Rich or Plath— 
be enticed down a primrose path? 


Transmitting thoughts across 
state lines could indeed 
prove dangerous, 


especially given that ideas 


usually prove to be the true 
“Enemies of the State.” 
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Bill Cushing: He is a retired college English instructor who 
now dedicates his remaining time to reading, writing, and 
working with other writers. His January selection 
(“Hazardous Material”) is part of his most recent chapbook 
of poem (.. .This Just In. . .) was inspired by an incident 
while at the post office some time ago. Bill's current project 
is a memoir focused on his years serving in the Navy and 
later when he worked primarily on oil tankers as well as 
other jobs before he returned to school. The illustration 
provided is a clip from the 1966 film Fahrenheit 451 and 
represents one of the movie's most powerful moments. 
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Have you ever in your lifetime 


TEMPTATIONS 


Tried to cross the lines? 

If not, then thought of it at times. 

Then brushed it off muttering some swears 
Cursing the devil for planting it in your mind. 
You may have tried to push off the temptation 


By trying to deluge your mind 
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With all the responsibilities pending 

And the obligations you have 

And the reputation you need to keep intact 
And the expectations from you, others have 
and so on and so on... 

And death shall come to you at last 

and you shall be questioned for your deed, 
and then what would the reply be, 

for veil of lies would be pulled down. 

And you would be punished 

Your soul seared and sheared, 

Oh so painful it would it be. 

No no...so you just turn on the radio 

And listen to the hymns broadcast 

Which teach you to be good, 


And not falter, 
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And the blaring noise finally shoos 


out the devil from your mind. 


Bilquis Fatima: She loves Nature and speaks for social 
issues, expressing her feelings in the form of short articles 
and speeches right from her college time. Poetic Aroma is 
her first published book of poems and she is a regular 
contributor to GloMag and On Fire Cultural movement. Her 
poems have also been published in Spillwords Press, 
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Sahitya Ananad journal, Destiny Poets(UK), and 
commended by various other national and international 
publications. She has also contributed to some Anthologies, 
“Queen” published by Vishwa Bharti Research Center being 
the first one, Nostalgia by Prose and Poetry Group, Inked 
Thoughts by The Impish Lass Publications, The Roseate 
Anthology, Ruddy Ravens and Cheshire cats and Rusty 
Rats by The Significant League group, being the latest one. 
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JANUARY SONG 
After my daily morning walk, 
Here | am sitting at the tea shop, 


My usual place for musing, 


The darkness of the night is fading away slowly, 


Giving space to a chilled misty morning 
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Crimson rays of the rising sun 
Infiltrating through the tree boughs 
The walk of life is gradually gaining momentum, 


In rhythm with chirping of the morning birds 


Air is dense with the yelling of the daily wagers 
Hastening each other, 

In a bid to catch the first train to the city nearby 

The life is a cyclic sequence of days and nights 

With dazzling dawns and eerie evenings 

Mystic moments engulfing every move with iffy events 
The prayer bell is ringing in a temple nearby 

Poetry in incessant flow 


Is eloquent in my mind space 
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Bishnu Charan Parida: Bishnu Charan Parida from Jajpur 
Road Odisha, India is a bilingual poet. His poems have been 
published in many anthologies and magazines of national 
and International repute. He has been honoured on many 
literary platforms and won awards’ from _ literary 
organisations. 
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LITTLE SWEETHEARTS 
you can choose 
beautiful rainbows 
buds coming through 
all the beauty on offer 
that’s there for you 

or wait patiently 

for the time again 

to collect 

little sweet hearts 


pink, white and blue 
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and sleep 

find your sleep 
all day 

all night 

and pretend 


you are dead 
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Brian Mackenzie: | was born in Inverness in 1949 and have 
lived there until 1969. Since then | lived in Lond and Saudi 
Arabia. | have worked most of my life in the Airline Industry 
which enabled me to travel the world quite easily and 
cheaply. | am now retired and have lived in Spain for the 
last ten years. | only started writing since | retired in 2009 
and it is only in the last few years | started writing songs 
and poems and | suppose have become quite prolific. | self- 
published 6 books and 1 book by a publisher, the second 
soon to be released. 
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Pic by Brindha Vinodh 


As yet another Winter morn 

unfurls, unleashing a 

translucent blue sky of scattered satin clouds, 
with temperatures dropping 

to negative thirteen degrees centigrade, 

bare branches look up positively, 

even as the cold air injects them, 

guided by seasoned roots 


enriched with wisdom, 
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for the right time 

to wrap themselves with 

green frilled-frocks 

for such is the nuggets of knowledge 
gathered over decades 

of experience that they know 

that neither can the sun wear a mask 
nor the rays, like crimson damask, 


hide behind their true identities. 
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Brindha Vinodh: She is a postgraduate in Econometrics but 
a writer within. She has contributed to several anthologies 
and has been a featured poet in ‘year of the poet’ by 
InnerChildPress international’, USA, and her roseate sonnet 
selected as one of the best poems of 2020 by the same 
team. 
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SPECTRUM OF SILENCE 

(1) 

Living inner force is silence 

That flows within freely 

Transcending words, sounds, actions 
And shuts door on the senses 

Then energy waves turn inward 

Taking man closer to the Consciousness. 
(2) 

As senses stay still longer 


Silence brings forth awareness 
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And in heart of hearts 
Melodies of Self are heard 
Moments of silence 

Are drowned in blessedness. 
(3) 

Driving away beyond duality 
It brings out — 

The Self alone exists 

Illusion is all else 

In the awakened moments 
World is seen transitory. 

(4) 

In the blessed state 

Restless surging thoughts 
And mind seen nowhere 
Cessation of all actions 
Brings enduring peace 


Such is the spectrum of silence! 
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B S Tyagi: He from India is a bilingual poet and novelist. He 
has several books — fiction and non-fiction to his credit. His 
poems and short stories have been included in a number of 
anthologies. His writes-ups, short stories and poems appear 
in national and international literary magazines. Besides, he 
has translated seven poetry books from Hindi into English. 
Inner joy of creativity is the best prize to him. 
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TIMEKEEPER 


My birthday should have been special, but how can it be 
when | have been 21 


for five years? In this new universe you cannot age until 
you meet your soulmate. So many 


of us are searching, and the smart ones never started 
looking. They desired to have their age 


frozen in youth. This was my plan until the day | met Natalia 
brought all the way from the frozen 
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steppes of Russia to my nothing ever happens 
neighborhood. 


“| have fallen in love with you,” and with those words 
my life would end with a ticking 


time clock. 
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Carl Scharwath: Carl Scharwath has appeared globally with 
170+ journals selecting his poetry, prose, interviews, 
essays, plays or art. Two poetry books Journey to Become 
Forgotten (Kind of a Hurricane Press) and Abandoned 
(Scars Tv) have been published. His new book The 
Playground of Destiny (Impspired Press) features prose, 
poems, and photography. His first photography book was 
published by Praxis in Africa. His photography was also 
exhibited in the Mount Dora and Leesburg Center for The 
Arts galleries. Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine 
(USA), a competitive runner, and a 2nd degree black-belt in 
Taekwondo. Carl was recently nominated for Best of the 
Net 2021 award and was a finalist for the Mary Cassatt 
award for photography. 
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Fear could scare, 

fear could dare 

fear could wake you up 
put you to sleep 

fear also fears 

for fear too is alone 
fear commits suicide, 
fear also corrupt 

fear cheats itself 

fear dresses 


fear impersonates 
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fear hides 

fear is trigger 

of gun that has no bullets 
fear 

is a orphan 

at times 

oh no many a times. 

fear of throne 

fear of power 

fear of crown 

it is fear that puts you on top 
fear brings you down 


FEAR? 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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WAITING FOR LIFE TO HAPPEN 

Life passed me by while | waited for it 

To happen on its own initiative 

On the brink of activity I’d sit 

But not jump in and take my chance to live 
Hair fell out with the years, no longer young 
My heart had weights of lead upon it hung 
Regrets that no great something had become. 
Days did not seize me, you must seize the day, 


There is a proverb in it | am told 
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You must push forward; work out your own way 


Not wait for life to happen till you’re old. 


Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 
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JANUARY SUN 


January sun 
softly etches my shadow 


upon sleeping ground 


cold wind through bare trees 


wispy cotton clouds above 


adorn the blue sky 
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empty baseball field 
faint echoes of bat on ball 


lost in the tall weeds 


walking all alone 


across fields of summer dreams 


feeling winter’s touch 
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Ed 
Dale Adams: Dale Adams lives in Bethany Oklahoma with 
his wife, 1 dog, and an unknown number of guitars. He 


enjoys reading history and science, as well as poetry and 
music. He has been writing poetry and composing songs 
since 2011. Dale has established SoundCloud and YouTube 
Channels, and has converted poems into songs for many 
other poets. When one of his own poems becomes a song, 
he records it in his home studio and posts to Soundcloud, 
YouTube, and Facebook. Some of Dale’s publications are 
Warriors With Wings Anthology, and Fallen Angel 
Anthology. 


https://soundcloud.com/dale-adams-272904153 


https://www.youtube.com/user/DrBuggs13 
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Pic by Daniel de Culla 


SKULLS BITING LEAF 


It’s Autumn, when the skulls come out of their graves 
or niches and begin to nibble or chew on the fallen leaves 
of the trees, as do the Donkey, the Ox or the Ram, 
shouting: To the soul! 


Hete them there ruminating when the air no longer 
rumbles, neither the leaves nor their branches gallop like 
deer after the youngsters that run through the trees, 
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leaving their parents free the field to expand on their risque 
conversations and, sometimes, with tinges of gender 
violence. 


The fallen leaves are the trophy of Death, which the 
branches applaud and the echo cheers in villages, towns 
and cities, as in this Burgos, whose river Arlanzon raises its 
neck wanting to take part in this appetizing litter, and in 
these rejoices of the kids. 


While the skulls bite the litter, the trees wait for the 
favorable wind to fight each other. The gigantic trees like 
the small ones that, proud, try to climb the celestial region 
of them, will begin a fight of panic, terror and fear until the 
lightning comes and makes them fall defeated; and the rain 
arrives with its lies and charms licking the wounds of that 
fearsome fight that they launched with lightning and 
thunder from the sky. And just out of envy! As humans do. 


Only the worms, very common to use as bait to catch 
barbel or trout, want to take their livelihood from the 
skulls. 


While the thunder unhinges the mountains, the hills 
and the castle, a lightning bolt tears apart the thickest tree, 
and those smug dwarf trees rejoice in their misfortune, 
without realizing that one of their heaviest branches has 
made them shudder and tremble, leaving them stunned. 
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The skulls have returned to their niches. There are fifty 
heads that | see. The rain touches their heads and kisses 
them. | know those of Marta, Saula and Irene; those of 
Cancio, Maximo, Caprasio, Artemio, Feliciano, Jorge, 


Aurelio and Sindulfo. 


Daniel de Culla: | am a Daniel de Culla, poet, writer, etc., 
residing in Burgos, Spain. | am retired. | have also published 
poetry, anthologies more than seventy. 
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THE OUTCASTES 


We are condemned as less than human by the large, often 
pale denizens, 


those with death in their skins 
ice in their blood 
malice in their eyes 


and hate in their hearts. 


We try to breathe in a smothering shroud of perpetual 
heart-shattering stress and anxiety. 
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Everything that the melanin-blessed do is subjected to 
greater malevolent scrutiny 


by the well washed, savage, skinless luddites. 


Shorn of life, our skins scorched, 
We whimper in the shadows, 


trying to avoid the war-loving predators. 


Shamelessly, the disgusting Neo Nazis have developed a set 
of exclusive standards for their own kind. 


They deliberately impose a higher bar upon the rest of us. 


Their rules suit them, they are used to break us. 
The skins of the melanin enriched are permanently on fire. 
Ours is the caustic cauldron. 


Ours is the unremitting immolation. 


But we, too, have the right to breathe, 
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To have homes, to have families, 


To live! 


We will resist. Our lives will know fruition. 


We will flourish. We will have children. 


We will survive. 
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Deena Padayachee: Dr Deena Padayachee is a medical 
doctor, a graduate of Natal University in South Africa. He is 
the recipient of the Olive Schreiner and Nadine Gordimer 
prizes for prose. His poems have been published in India 
(GloMag), the United Kingdom, the USA, Australia and 
South Africa. His book of liberation poems, ‘A Voice from 
the Cauldron’ was published during Apartheid in 1986. 
Some of his oeuvres have been translated into Xhosa, Zulu, 
Tamil, Hindi and Italian. He has been invited to speak at 
literary conferences at universities in Germany, India, 
Denmark, Mauritius, the USA and South Africa. 
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Art by Pedro Tapa 


TOO MUCH WOMAN 

Lillies and swamps do not flourish together. 

Both exude an ashen melancholia. 

One reaches for sunlight, from golden great heights. 
The other repulses it from burnt umber depths. 

But life blooms anywhere. 

A shock of quiet presence, of inching essence. 


Gives much pleasure. Gives more pain. 
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Enters Winter, come laden with frozen promises, 
wrapped in slender ribbons of glinting sunlight. 
They thaw into butterflies, these 

winged wispy creatures fluttering about my face. 
My lips lick my thoughts into words. 

Flowers sprout from their delicate stems. 


They melt hearts. They draw blood. 


| paint each one a different hue of rapture, 

achingly aware of their ephemerality. 

My limbs extend into wild jungles in unleashed rampage, 
Rosebuds become my lips, chrysanthemums, my hips. 
And skin mine are petals glued together. 

Some soft. Some silken. Some satiny. Some suede. 


| sing in flowers. Whimper in thorns. 
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Deepika Chand: She is quintessentially artistic and sees 
herself as a Poet, Artist, Mystic, Empath, Forest Lover, Tea 
Person and a Mind Wanderess. She has won Editor’s Choice 
Awards in the U.S. in the past. More recently, she was 
honored by ‘The Nissim International Poetry Prize’ 2020. In 
addition, she has co-authored her debut book ‘The Blue 
Hours’ with Professor and Pushcart Nominee, Dr. Koshy AV. 
Her poems have been featured in prestigious anthologies. 
Presently, she is writing in her new glowing Avatar ‘JUGNI 
(The Mind Wanderess)’ which is an explorative inward 
journey in conversation with her alter ego. She also paints 
‘Abstract Figuratives’ and ‘Portraitures’. Her canvases 
embellish homes all over the globe. Three of her paintings 
have graced the covers of Karamvir Puruskaar Awardee 
Rashmi Anand’s books. 
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MY LAST TRACES 

Some ash 

A wish 

A few moments like coins 

Some dreams hard cash 

White Chrysanthemum cover diary 
A dried rose on third page 


A black gown 
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Never of age 


Nails manicured fine 


Matching the color of wine 


A crystal goblet 

Tears frozen to ice 
Some naked truths 

A few fine lies 

Eyes that dare speak 
And a sewn up mouth 
A few maniacal days 
And a sultry dark night 
A pen 

Some ink 

Half dried dew 

Ocean at the brink 
And yes 


My coffee mug 
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Painted red 


My last traces. 
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Deepti Singh: | am a doctor by profession and | love writing 
short stories and poems as a hobby. 
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NOTHING 


At the end of the labyrinthine pathway through the dense 
forest of pine, birch, and oak trees leading to the 
dilapidated two-storied stone house with a very tall 
chimney protruding out of its roof of broken tiles, stood 
Irena, with her hands on her waist, looking at the jungle 
with a blank stare, as if to wait for someone to arrive or no 
one to arrive. No one could tell in particular. It was a daily 
routine of Irena since the day she decided to shift to her 
grandfather’s house in the woods which was looked after 
by a very old and rickety Mr. Hyde. He was very old and 
could hardly do any of the house work. But Irena wanted 
not much to be done either, except for a few of the daily 
chores. She hardly ate two meals a day and had no idea 


133 


what Mr. Hyde ate. Irena did nothing the whole day. She 
was in her late thirties. She left a cushy executive’s job in 
the city. She left it all to choose the solitude and 
nothingness in the woods. She just chose to do nothing in 
her life when one day, suddenly, the cacophony of the 
choices and decisions hovering around her, the pressure to 
make choices in every step broke her threshold of patience. 
She just couldn’t take it anymore. She wanted to go 
backward and live a life of nothing. From the day she 
moved to the house in the woods, she just stood at the end 
of the pathway daily for long hours, staring blankly at the 
jungle, as if to wait for someone to arrive or no one to 
arrive. She made no choice. She did nothing. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: | am only a part-time poet residing in 
Kolkata, India. | work as the CEO of Mongia Green 
Foundation. Poetry is the only soulmate | have. | find solace 
in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry comes to me 
completely unannounced, without a notice. | wake up 
sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of a daydream, 
and voila, words just start flowing out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, forcing me to live an experience 
of writing. 
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TOGETHERe TESAMEeENSEMBLE*JUNTOS 


A Father’s Prayer — Beloved children of mine, whilst I’m not 
there with you all the time 


Please know you occupy my every breath my every 
thought, my whole being - 


Tell yourself — | am strong. | am brave. | am kind. | matter. | 
am blessed. | am beautiful. 


| can do anything | put my mind to because | am amazing. | 
can be what | want. 
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Everything is possible! Make the Impossible I'M possible. 
This | pray for you. This is my 


Mispah prayer for you because although we are sometimes 
apart, our bond is forever 


Strong, so you see — You are never out of my heart my 
mind, my very being... 


A Mother’s Embrace — Beloved children of mine, let me 
assure you how much your 


Father and | love you unconditionally, even though he has 
to sacrifice to travel and 


Inspire others to be what they also were meant to be. Look 
to the sky, further than you 


Ever imagined. Soar higher than all the rainbows in the 
skies and own your rumoured 


Destinies! Grab a star and let its light illuminate your 
universe, then breathe and find 


Your creative impulses to ignite what has always lived in 
your souls. Close your eyes 


And create the dreams you have always imagined. We love 
you. We are proud of you! 
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River of Hope — We allow our creative currents to meander 
through our minds 


Connecting with each other, sharing our passions as we 
journey along our multi-colored 


Canvass universe. This journey transport us to far flung 
unbelievable shores in the 


Islands of our minds, so we willingly submit to our creative 
path our excited hearts... 


Canvass Universe — We might be two minds but together 
our combined energy creates 


Cosmic synergy resulting in our own destined canvass 
universe where orange skies 


Light up our hopes and dreams where flamingo comets 
splatter and strange new 


Flowers light up the far reaches of this world in which we 
hear distant echoes of stars 


Not even born yet, so we instinctively follow the path of a 
sudden fiery phoenix guiding 
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Our new canvass quest, its wings scooping us up to new 
creative unbelievable heights 


Inspiring us to fervently create these swirling images in our 
minds ensuring our lasting 


Artistic legacy — Our eyes now scan unknown galaxies 
realising our wildest fantasies 


Where chrome moons melt into indigo wormholes igniting 
dormant universes as we 


Journey to our intended destinies our fantastical 
destinations creating new impulses so 


We dive into our bright aura accepting our confirmed new 
artistic order for we are and 


Forever will be known and remembered as Zionora — Our 
artistry to become our legacy! 
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Don Beukes: He is a South African, British and EU Poet and 
writer. He is a Poetry Chapbook Reviewer at The Poetry 
Café. He has written Ekphrastic Poetry since 2015 
collaborating with artists internationally. He is the author of 
'The Salamander Chronicles’, ‘Icarus Rising-Volume 1’ 
(ABP), an ekphrastic collection and ‘Sic Transit Gloria 
Mundi’. He taught English and Geography in both South 
Africa and the UK. His poetry has been translated into 
various languages. He was nominated for the ‘Best of the 
Net’ in 2017 as well as the Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 
2016. He was published in his first SA Anthology ‘In Pursuit 
of Poetic Perfection’ in 2018 (eBook) and his second, 'Cape 
Sounds’ in 2019. He is also an amateur photographer and 
his debut Photographic publication appeared in Spirit Fire 
Review in June 2019. 
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COMMITTED 

We're committed by prayer, 
we're committed by crime, 
committed to pursuit 


of the blood and the wine. 


Some cells are filled with monks, 
some cells are filled with cons. 
Some of us are lifers 


and some just off-and-ons. 
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Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, ‘The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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MUSIC OF ALL HEARTS 

Calls she with a tone sweet as love 
Harks none from earth to sky above 
So pious so divine fragrance it has 
Overwhelms she all world with jazz 
Unfolds she all that never has man 
Speaks of an age that yet to so born 
Sees she on earth all hidden wants 
To all souls that ever and ever haunts 


So much supernal in all her thought 
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Has no book a mark what all wrote 
Heart within, mind springs from core 
In her breath, firmament is not afar 
All that are first born, ever to adorn 
Here her heart's shadow falls upon 

So cool is her shade in so fervid day 
As vernal heath in summer does lay 
Here is so soft and there is so hard 
Lyrics are so heard like a pious bard 
Music of all hearts and music of minds 


So mystery is her life, key none finds 
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Dusmanta Choudhury: He is a poet residing in Jeypore, in 
the district of Koraput, Odisha, India. He a Lecturer in 
English in Dr.B.R.Ambedkar Jr. College, Lamtaput in Koraput 
district in the Department of Higher Education Government 
of Odisha. He has contributed to various anthologies. He 
has recently got the Honour of Pentasi B World Featured 
Poet 2020 Honour. He is also a member of the Pentasi B 
world Friendship Poetry, The Tunisian Asian Poetry, The 
Poetry Society, The World Nation's Writers Union, The 
Love, The Global Literary Society, The Namaste ink an 
Author's Manifesto, etc. He has also published many Odia 
and English poems. 
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ARK 

Translated Ula de B. 

We won't drive away on Great Dipper 
— it’s not possible! 

We won’t swim away 

on still not found Noah’s Ark. 


Rescue the future 


Let the snow and glimmers 


of faraway and nearby lands. 


Let’s leave the glaciers 
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—to our descendants 
—to the creatures living there 


—to our world. Our world! 


For heaven not to grow silent, 

prepare yourself for life 

in submission to Nature. 

Then, for bereavement 

there may no longer be time and place. 

Right now you still meet people 

searching 

and those, 

who already know whom and how they harm. 
By forgetting about others 


—we lose ourselves. 
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Eliza Segiet: She received Global Literature Guardian Award 
— from Motivational Strips, World Nations Writers Union 
and Union Hispanomundial De Escritores (UHE) 2018. She 
was nominated for the Pushcart Prize 2019. She won the 
Laureate Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020; the Laureate 
International Award Paragon of Hope (2020); the Laureate 
World Award 2020 Cesar Vallejo for Literary Excellence; the 
Laureate of the Special Jury Sahitto International Award 
2021; the Laureate World Award Premiul Fanus Neagu 
2021; and she is a finalist for the Golden Aster Book World 
Literary Prize 2020. It is in the last stage of an international 
competition Mili Dueli 2020. 
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TIMES 

Abolition blooms to be. 
The strength of man as he 
In bothered moments, 
The sun’s opponent 

Begs the gratitude, 
Freedoms solitude. 
Questioning others 

Once your brothers, 

The past does not forget 


You, it will not let. 
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Ferris E Jones: He is an award-winning, internationally 
published poet and screenwriter living in Puyallup 
Washington. His work has appeared in both print and 
online magazines including as the featured poet for 
Creative Talents Unleashed. Other magazines include: 
GloMag, Piker Press, Se La Vie Writers Journal, Write on 
Magazine, Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, Tuck 
Magazine, The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with Wings, In 
Between Hangovers. He is the recipient of two grants from 
the Nevada Arts Council and the Editor/Publisher of Nevada 
Poets 2009. Ferris has twice received honorable mention 
awards from Writers Digest annual screenwriting contest. 
He is also the Author / Editor of seven collections of poetry. 
You can learn more about Ferris E. Jones by visiting 
www.inquisitionpoetry.com where each month he features 
the work of other poets. The goal of this site is to spread 
the word of poetry throughout the world. 
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UNKNOWN EMOTION 

| am shattered with this new feeling 

| don’t know whether to call it love or desire 
But it is breaking me to pieces 


And there seems no way | can come together again 


O why does this keep happening to me 


| love the way you look at me 


But when you turn your head away 
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It HURTS 
It has to be love and not just desire 
Because desire vanishes after it is satisfied 


My feelings keep on increasing day and night 


And | know it is love that | feel. 


Fiza Abubacker: | am an English teacher living in Chennai, 
India. My passion is to express my thoughts through poetry. 
| work for a school. | have also written a couple of short 
stories and a book. 
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HOW TIME FLIES 

just yesterday 

when our love came to Stay, 
we were young and free 
and strongly full of glee. 
love was in our eyes 


and time before us lay. 
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On our routine spot 

for our favorite sport 

by the lake, throwing pebbles 
and keeping strong and stable. 
love is sweet 


with whom your heart is with. 


just yesterday! 

our hairs have turned grey? 
reflection from the lake 

says there's not much left to take. 
oh, how time flies, 


right before our eyes! 
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Francis Otole: Francis Otole is a Nigerian born poet and 
academician. A member of the Association of Nigerian 
authors (ANA) and many other literary groups. He is an 
award-winning poet from the local and_ international 
scenes. He has been featured in magazines, journals, and 
anthologies, locally and internationally. He is a graduate of 
the prestigious Benue State University and a student of life. 
His hobby is reading and writing. He is married with two 
children. 
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Painting by Gauri Dixit 


FLYING SEEDS 


By the time | realize that the shade is perfect, | have already 
added a drop or two of another colour. Different shades of 
blue live their ephemeral lives on my palette and die. 


Grey should be the colour of the day, | finally decide. 


a tiny leaf 


caught 


in the spider's web 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in a 
voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has been a 
part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee 
and had commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is 
incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, | Find Freedom’, 
there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a common 
thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free woman. 
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SOULMATE 

Love finds its way eclipsing the distance 

Crossing the vast sea of silence between you and me 
| may not get to see you or hold your hand everyday 
But it's you that my heart holds forever 

You are the sunshine in my solitary sky 

My day begins when you rise above the horizon 

And ends when the birds fly back at dusk 

When you bid adieu departing with the setting sun 

| turn into clouds that roam with vermilion dreams 


Splashing the colours of love over the roseate sky 
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| lose you to get you back in the morning with a new day 
Just like the sun, our love never goes down 

No matter how much distance there is 

Soulmates are meant for each other 

No distance is too far 

Nothing can tear them apart 


When they become one soul and one heart 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is a teacher by profession and 
a poet by passion. She is a post-graduate in English 
literature from Gauhati University .Being a true aesthete, 
she finds beauty in every object of life and Nature and her 
ink pours those elements in a subtle way. For her, poetry is 
a passion where she finds peace and solace amidst the 
complexities of life. Her poems have been published in 
various national and international anthologies, magazines, 
newspapers and web journals. 
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Memories collide, 
Move in time 

Like the waves 

On my violin strings. 
| play a tune 

That haunts me 

Fills my heart. 

My tears dissolve 
Into music 

Only | can hear. 


And when | stop, 
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The silence reverberates 
Filling the universe 


With peace, 


Love. 


Geeta Varma: She is a poet based in Chennai, India. She has 
contributed to numerous anthologies. She has also 
published two books. She has been a teacher for thirty 
years and a freelance journalist. She is now an Educational 
Consultant and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys 
working with children and has conducted many creative 
workshops. Her interests include music, reading, writing 
(poems and stories for children) and travelling. 
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THE FLIGHT 

When the moon has risen high up in the sky, 

Glowing, mesmerising, gliding slowly by, 

Sometimes only a blurry shadow leads the staggering feet, 


From time to time clouds of silver lining set sail in a fleet, 


Eyes fail to look up at this vision magnificent, 
In its silence this mother of pearl moon pendant, 


Just keeps the darkness away though sleep reigns, 
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While the perfect picture outside the window remains 
frozen as the soul slumber feigns. 


Then it is already daylight and colours get stark and garish, 


The subtle, the gentle and the delicate stay behind the light 
like a maiden squirmish, 


Till one day the whole being is an ocean leaping up to feel 
the moonlight, 


While the shores let it rush in restless tides of emotions ina 
desperate flight. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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lam the Finance Wizard 

who trains how to save money 

Don't you know? 

It's by not spending. 

To give to God, | argue, is not Expenditure 

but Investment in good health, wealth, happiness 
and peace 


And so | load a bountiful and jaunt eagerly to the nearest 
God 


past the lone bent figure by the gate 


who worries about his next meal. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a writer, publisher, and poet currently 
residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and 
Publisher of GloMag, an international poetry and prose 
magazine. Her poetry books, novels, and short stories are 
available in various online bookstores such as Amazon and 
Flipkart as well as on her blogs. She is on the brink of 
publishing a very interesting collection of anecdotes and 
short stories inspired by her rather colourful and chequered 
life. 


167 


FIREWOOD 

bundles of fire wood 
scavenged from the arid earth 
balanced on heads 
shouldering such despair 
keeping the equilibrium 

of the swaying pendulum 


at bay between hunger and survival 


weary bodies trudging along the dusty road 


the harvest of their labour making their shoulders sag 
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pulling them down into an ominous prophecy 
fatalism etched across their brows 


no sculpture could ever be more sombre 


in the noon day heat 

you grapple with your thoughts 

lower your head in futile contemplation 
your thoughts become thoughts 


for our lost humanity 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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SIMPLE BREATH 

Before | know how to walk among the tall trees 

| stare out the glass window and see how green the 
landscape is, 

how | walk and walk thinking 


the trees extending their long hands. 


Never hurry though they are, 


as if counting and carefully saving my skin of memories. 


what | hold in my hand are pure and tender- 
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fallen leaves collected from the way side, 


and the simple breath that keeps me alive. 


All this must go inside as the deepest thing, 
and they go with me everywhere like shadows, 
then it’s only the happiness that makes sense 

| must wake up with light, soeak to the arrays 


till they become my voice in every morning. 
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Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published ten volumes of poetry 
in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited four anthologies of poems in English and 
also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. Two recently 
published books of mine; ‘Alleys are filled with Future 
Alphabets’ and ‘From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal’ (joint e- 
book). | have been nominated for Pushcart Prize in poetry 
category for the year 2021. 
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BEGINNINGS 

This New Year 

| begin a new diary. 

My journal has a map for a cover; 
the handmade paper laced 

with smoked edges. 

The nib of my Uniball Micro 

bites into the textured cream 


of the pages. 
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(| begin. | write a date.) 


Resolutions bloom like bouquets 

of azure orchids. 

Remember, how | saved the last one 
in a square glass jar? 

What else do you recall ?-- 

| wonder sometimes, 

forgetting the resolution 

to unremember 


voyages away from you. 
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Jagari Mukherjee: The winner of the Reuel International 
Prize for Poetry, Jagari Mukherjee is the Founder and Chief 
Executive Editor of the literary journal, EKL Review. She has 
authored three collections of poetry--a chapbook and two 
full-length volumes, the latest being The Elegant Nobody 
(2020) published by Hawakal. Her poetry ebook, Wine- 
Kissed Poems (2020), co-authored with Dr. Ampat Koshy, 
became an Amazon bestseller in India and the US. She is a 
gold medalist in English Literature, a Best of the Net 2018 
nominee, DAAD scholar from Technical University, Dresden, 
Germany, and a Bear River Writers' Conference aluma. She 
has won numerous prestigious awards, including the 
Rabindranath Tagore Literary Prize for Book Review(2018), 
the Women Empowered Gifted Poet Award (2020), and the 
Jury Prize at Friendswood Library's Ekphrastic Poetry 
Reading And Contest (2021). 
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ARCTIC FLURRIES 

Winds toss foliage in air. 
Birds bend against frost 
their wings catching the 


last sunlight. 


In cosmic dance snowflakes 
light up evening. 
Diminutive 


galaxies circling abandoned gardens. 
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We hunch our shoulders with winter. 


Our shadows are long now. 


Joan McNerney: She has been the recipient of three 
scholarships which includes one from the University of 
Mexico School for Foreign Students in San Antonio, Texas. 
She received her Bachelor of Arts Degree in English 
Literature from New York State Board of Regents, Excelsior 
University. She has recited her work at the National Arts 
Club, New York City, State University of New York, Oneonta, 
McNay Art Institute, San Antonio and the University of 
Houston, Texas as well as other distinguished venues. A 
reading in Treadwell, New York was sponsored by the 
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American Academy of Poetry. Her poetry is found in many 
literary magazines. She has four Best of the Net 
nominations. The Muse in Miniature and Love Poems for 
Michael are both available on Amazon.com and 
Cyberwit.net. Just released is a new title At Work. This 
collection shows colorful snapshots of working women and 
men in their daily lives. 
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DOXXED 

Yes, they have the privilege 
to strip clothes off my image; 
as I've been auctioned 


I'm up online for sell, on demand. 
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Pejorative terms put me in a nutshell 
as prisons justify abstract hell; 
hawked and abused as a maid, 


I'm a living good for sale, app made. 


My freedom is morphed in the air, 
I'm now a commodity in despair; 
is it as painful as real abuse, 


scavenger torn sky bleeding profuse? 


The magnitude of harm 
is measured in a scale of alarm; 
it fathoms the depth of womb 


that sales mother earth for tomb. 
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Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from 
Durgapur, West Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a 
freelance writer, painter, beauty advisor and jewellery 
designer and has a keen interest in music and art in 
general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, she 
has also published a poetry book. 
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SPILT MILK 

Who should have minded it most, was the cow: 
But that poor thing stood bleeding in silence 
As she was milked to the maximum. 

Who wailed most was the milkman... 


It was his day's bread. 


In this world of ‘spilt milk’, 


A sea swells and flows.. 


Regrets, misgivings, un-forgiveness... 
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Pristine whiteness turning muddy brown, 
Like a mountain river losing its milkiness 


In a muddy valley... 


Spilt milk of lost moments, 

Of love, weaknesses, choices long foregone... 

A bottled flood. Emotions caged, feathers trimmed. 
Spilt milk, day's bread over Life's Elixir. 

One or the other. No room for both. Pity. 


Such a vast Universe! 


Spilt Milk. | see the ambrosia 

Spread all across the Heavens... 

Who dropped the bowl, | wonder. 

And none mopped it at all... 

Auroras of it, still glistening star-like... 

Ah! No wonder Sirius watches it longingly, 


Silver tongue hanging out! 
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Spilt Milk. All the times | wanted 
To tell the Universe and could not... 
What the heart of the unborn rosebud told me, in secret: 


"Love You!" 


| ain't spilling any more milk now. 
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Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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FABLE OF THE WOLF AND MOON 

Many a warm Summer has now passed 

since the Spirit of the Full Moon danced 

her rhythmic waltz upon the Lake. 

One evening she met the Spirit of the Wolf 
and they danced on the beach. 

Then, during a sunrise she said, 

'My dear, it’s time for me to return to the sky’. 
With a last warm kiss and long embrace, she 


rose high into the dark and was gone. 
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To this very day, each night the sad lonely 
Spirit of the Wolf howls to the Full Moon 
in hopes that one night she might 


return and they will once again dance. 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: Ken Allan Dronsfield is a disabled 
veteran and prize winning poet from New Hampshire, now 
residing in Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry 
Society of New Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to 
date; ‘The Cellaring', 'A Taint of Pity', ‘Zephyr's Whisper’, 
‘The Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and Scribbles’. 
Ken's been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize 
and six times for Best of the Net. He was First Prize Winner 
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for the 2018 and 2019, Realistic Poetry International Nature 
Poetry Contests. He has recently begun producing Creative 
Content on his YouTube channel and has had wonderful 
success sharing his poetry. Ken loves’ writing, 
thunderstorms, and spending time with his cats Willa and 
Yumpy. 
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HUSHED ECHOES 


Am draped in this love of unity. 

Tonal colours on the layers of my soul seep. 
Patterned thoughts come back to me... 

in this magical hour of peace, 

of jasmine songs, 

Of holding hands. 

The wind whispers to the stars... 

and touches my soul. 
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My eyes are in yours, 

reflecting love, 

we Sang our songs... 

while sweet smoke, 

from the nearby pine bonfire wafted in, 
mixed with the lingering chill. 

Hushed echoes of distant night sounds... 
the mingling fragrance of dew soaked grass and warm smoke, 
intertwined with our clasped fingers... 
essenced the insatiable, 

of this precious moment. 


It's midnight now, 

Time for jasmine heartbeats 

to rekindle the embers of sacred spaces. 
Through the windows of my soul... 

| see... 

and am lost... 

in memories of this hushed moment, 

of such immense beauty. 
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Ketaki Mazumdar: She is a poet, a dreamer and an author. 
She grew up in Kolkata and now resides in Mumbai, India. 
After an amazing thirty-six years of being an educationist, 
receiving a National Award from the then President, Dr. 
Abdul Kalam, she now indulges in her passion for writing 
poetry and authoring children's books. She has contributed 
her poems to many poetry sites and authored a boutique 
book of hundred poems, for private circulation. She 
continues to learn, be awed by Nature's beauty and 
mystery, human relationships and the spirituality of life and 
death. 
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A TRUANT CHARGER 
The nib is sharp, gleaming, 
Holds the pin to the buzz 


And eerie chaos life has in bounty! 


It is the life of things for one and all, 
Also the cemetery when it goes wrong! 
As vital as nose to breath, 


When it fails, there is funereal silence. 
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You realize the mobile in your palm 


has a mocking grin, niggardly wink! 


“lam the measure of your heart’s beat, 
Bustle of mind, the symphony of brain. 
If the charger fails my silence is 

a chasm you cannot traverse! 


The day dies in a trice.” 


| bear its grin with gritted teeth, 


hurry to the nearest brand savvy shop. 
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K.S.Subramanian: | am a poet and short story writer living 
in Chennai. | have published two volumes of verse through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata. | have nine published short 
stories and also poems in several anthologies. ‘Dreams’ got 
the Asian Age prize. 
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LIGHT 

In search of true light 
| tread my path 

As my shadow follows me 
A shroud-like darkness 


In the very path of light 


| imbibe the expansive cerulean 


| bathe in the lambent green seas 


On the shores of the salt-sand waves 
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Luminosity of the scorching sun 


Blazing and blurring my eye 


| jump to latch on to the rainbow 
Which promptly vanishes 

Like the mirage from my sight 
Gazing at the moon and stars 


| see their borrowed light 


| rummage and grope for the true sheen 
That which gleams in its own gleam 

In wrenching ache and joy of incertitude 
For that true radiant shine multihued 

At last | find that incandescence divine 


Well within my heart’s inmost shrine 
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Laksmisree Banerjee: Prof. Dr. Laksmisree Banerjee is an 
established Poet, Writer, Literary Critic, Editor, Educationist 
and Vocalist. An Ex-Vice Chancellor and University 
Professor of English and Culture Studies, she has Eight 
Books of Poetry, 160 Research Publications and Academic 
Books on the diverse areas of Literature, Art and Culture. 
Dr. Banerjee is a National and International Sr. Fulbright 
and Commonwealth Scholar, having taught, lectured and 
recited her Poetry and Music in premier Universities and 
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Festivals across the globe. She has several Awards and 
International Assignments to her credit. A Multiple Paul 
Harris Fellow and Rotarian she believes in using her Pen 
and Voice for Social Change. Dr. Banerjee is the Indian 
Rashtrapati's Nominee on Boards of Central Universities. 
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| LOVE MY CHILDREN 


i can be strict 
ican be hard 
but my love for them 


will never part 


we don't have it all 
but we have each other 
we stick together 


through all kinds of weather 
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i have to think 
before i scream or shout 
i have to be careful of the words 


coming from my mouth 


sometimes we have serious talks 
other times a lot of laughter 
and thank God everyday 


for my two boys and my daughter 


though we have a lot 
ora little 
we give thanks 


and trust God's ways and will 


i read the Word for them, 


i pray it and speak the Word 
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and constantly remind them 


that Jesus are their King and Lord 


they are my latter's 
i declare that they'll be greater 
i will do my part but Lord, 


i have faith that You'll do way better 


through ups and downs 
thick and thin 
i will forever 


love my children 
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Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port Elizabeth, 
Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot Welder at a Motor 
Industry Firm. He is a Published Author and enjoys writing 
poetry. His first book entitled, “Verse en Inspirasie’ was 
published by Selwyn Milborrow (Milborrow Media). His 
second book entitled, ‘Testimony in Poetry’ was published 
by Bevan Boggenpoel, and the third book entitled, ‘In 
Pursuit of Poetic Perfection,’ which he wrote together with 
Bevan Boggenpoel, Selwyn Milborrow, and Don Beukes was 
published by Milborrow Media. His poetry describes 
himself and how God has transformed his life. He is also a 
member of a Master Class group of writers as well as 
Afrikaanse Digters. 
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DOWN THE CENTER OF SIN 
Who would know best any true goodness, 
any sweet reason, and be content 


to move as virtue’s majestic sunset moth? 


Down the center of sin, 
torments or graces croon. 
Fatal fruit gives the impression 
of having been divinely hung. 
There’s a strange scourging 
upon the Earth, sea, and sky 


where lies glorious desolation. 


204 


No longer wanting to see 

the finger of painful judgement 
wagged in my face, 

down the center of sin, 

| will weave my colorful moth cloth, 
and wear it as protection 

from others seeing 


my soul’s dark sorrow. 
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Linda Imbler: Linda Imbler’s poetry collections include six 
published paperbacks:Big Questions, Little Sleep, Big 
Questions, Little Sleep” second edition (expanded with 66 
additional poems), Lost and Found, Red Is The Sunrise, Bus 
Lights, Travel Sights, and Spica’s Frequency. Soma 
Publishing has published her four e-book collections, The 
Sea’s Secret Song, Pairings, a hybrid of short fiction and 
poetry, and That Fifth Element, and Per Quindecim. 
Examples of Linda’s poetry and a listing of publications can 
be found at lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. |n addition to 
writing, she helps her husband, a Luthier, build acoustic 
guitars and steel strings in Wichita, Kansas, U.S.A. They are 
currently working on number 10. 
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A LOVELY HAPPENING 

You are a lovely happening 
Bard’s melodious symphony 
A captive glory 

A visionary’s fairy 

A lyricist rhymes 

But for me 

You rise in my vine 
Stipulating wine 


The tremors are wild 
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Possessive and confine 

Your flora keeps me fine 

Makes me shine 

Intrusively | follow the jingle 
Inclusively you come to the middle 
Of all the rectangular | draw 

Of all the circle | form 

You wave in my thoughts 

Like the cooling breeze in my cozy berth 
Whose fragrance douse me much 
Whose memories notch 


Time to time, | surrender myself to the hutch. 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar, Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books Rhyme of Rain; First Rain; 
Tingling Parables; Rivulet of Emotions; and Red Tulips. 
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GRACIOUSLY 
Myriad colors flowers 
Blooming, beauteous 


Spring brings love in all its flair 


A wonderful sight 
Blue Butterflies 


Fluttering away 


Light on the wind 
Romance on its wings 


Amidst falling sky flakes 
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Touching the delicate 
Petals of admiration 


Unspoken secret desires 


Invoking sensuous feelings 
Soft flurries scattered 


A loving heart murmurs 


Tears of gratitude flows 


Bestowing love so pure 


Graciously 
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Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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STARS IN THE SKY 

Glimmering 

White light 

The cluster of luminaries 

Hurdled at the corners 

Lightening up the darkened path 
Shimmering slowly 

The moonlit night and the twinkling stars 
Bedazzled entities 

As if love entangled 


Amidst loner hearts 
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The crescent moon beaming brightly 
Reflecting the intricacies of divine togetherness 
Binding closely 


The loving hearts 


On the Milky way 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a bilingual poet, writer and social 
worker hailing from the city of joy, Kolkata. She is 
associated with The Impish Lass Publishing House, Mumbai 
in the capacity of an executive editor. Her creative 
contributions have been published in various national and 
international anthologies and she often gets featured in 
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various prestigious e-zines. She was recently featured in the 
prestigious anthology Aatish 2 alongside various stalwarts. 
She bagged third prize in Beyond Black Sakhi Annual Poetry 
Awards 2019-2020. She is attached to a social group named 
Share A Smile and volunteers for social causes and 
upliftment of the destitute. 
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NEW BEGINNINGS 

Why do not you ask me, 

Ask me questions anymore? 

The many questions 

| so adored, 

| wait for them, 

Ready to frame the answers, 

But you seem to know them already, 
Have you mastered the art 

Of reading my heart? 

Or are you not worried about my state, 


Nor bothered to look me in the eyes straight! 
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Why do not you wake me up anymore, 
Whispering sweet nothings in my ears 
Flowing like the golden honey? 

That radiant smile of yours 

Embracing me, engulfing me ina silky warmth 
Is lost somewhere, 

Somewhere in the pores of my dreams, 
Dreams that had you in them 

And me too, 

Dreams that kept the days and the nights warmed, 
Are we not partners? 

Partners in both our sorrows 

And our little joys! 

Then why do we hesitate? 

Hesitate to talk, 

Share and care! 

All we do is just pass by, 


Look at each other and pass by, 
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Cannot we get out of this all? 
Out of this still relationship, 
One without any ripples; 

Let us just dribble out 

And meet again 

Meet like the first time, 
Reach out to me my dear, 
Understand me, 

Explain and teach me, 

Help me hold you in my arms again 
And start afresh, 

Hand in hand shall we walk 


Towards new beginnings? 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
“THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS”. She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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WATERING MEMORIES 

| water my love with memories 

Monsoon drops fail to drench a wistful heart 

| water my love with memories 

Lusty lips succour wetness of your tongue 
moon washed the sea lies in its embrace 

dry as a pearl in waters deep 

As the shores | await your ever-receding advent 


Moon rises to set, in the light of day 
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Yet it doesn't arise every night 


Come, come as the moon at least be there fortnight! 


| water my love with memories 

of the rainbow you made with me 

riding on my desires 

hand in hand we sailed across the clouds 
only to return at morn 

| water my love with such memories 
that go deep within my being 

kindle the fire of hope 


against the dread of distanced times! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: Madhu Sriwastav is an academic, writer, 
poet, translator, and reviewer. She writes to express herself 
about anything that catches her fancy and touches a chord. 
She is based in Kolkata. She has published in several 
International and National anthologies and journals. She is 
a regular GloMag contributor. 
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PAIN 

maybe 

this pain gives you words 
and colours to paint 
maybe 

it flies with the grieve 


and some notes to play 


the pain is blank 
with no fixed days 
no past, no future 


it just stays 
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with infinite blaze 


Still 

don't fear the pain 
it is yours to keep 
maybe 

in search of life 


in search of your soul 
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ail 
Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three books - 


THE HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She has been bestowed with '100 
Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She has also 
been honored with the ‘Women of Influence 2019' award 


presented on women's day in New Delhi. Along with her 
books, her work has been published in various anthologies 
and she is recipient of various other prizes in poetry 
competitions as well. 


(mehakgrover@amartex.com) 
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: 
NO ONES VE 


EMAGINID. 


John Nash has suffered most of his life with severe paranoid 
schizophrenia and has become aé_ celebrated American 
mathematician whose works in game theory and differential 
geometry are appreciated worldwide. The movie A Beautiful 
Mind portrays Nash's mathematical genius and his struggles with 
schizophrenia, and how he went on to win a Nobel Prize. 


SCHIZOPHRENIA NIGHT 

(Devoted to John Nash, A Beautiful Mind Movie, 2001) 
lam achalkboard computer brain. 

| have updated drawn raw 

images even the classroom 


students cannot see, hear, or understand. 
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They sit quietly in Disneyland, 

wondering about my eccentricities 

| capture their stillness, and then | speak. 

| am the professor, special agent of the government 
dream tracer of crossroad puzzles. 

Photographic memory in private rooms, 

did | hear a critic erase 

destroy dissociate thoughts. 

| walk out unsteady in disbelief. 


Is there a shadow of storybooks following me? 


| ama genius; | know who | am. 
| spend nights in formula construction 
drawing full-color images of my brain, 


percentages of gray matter lost. 
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| stick my ego to the bird eagle of the sky. 


When on a high on an airplane, self-love, 
full bloom, | keep my enemies at bay. 


| shelter the skeletons of thought. 


| trust Jesus because His image is stable; 
Every group | have ever known says "The Lord's Prayer." 


Even then, new members leave, disappear, | hear what they 
Say. 


| had an MRI to trace all my youthful abuses. 
There were no images there but voices, | remember. 


| cast their shadows, audio, visuals for a show in the 
background. 


In time, they quiet their voices. | walk beyond their images. 


| passed on; they were still screenplays. 


You have to stretch lean, refer to sanity, 


drink Asian tea, smooth out, lime juice, hallucinated sounds 


228 


before that stage, | took that Nobel prize, 


even before | forgave you. 


Michael Lee Johnson: He lived ten years in Canada, 
Vietnam era. Today he is a poet in the greater Chicagoland 
area, IL. He has 244 YouTube poetry videos. Michael Lee 
Johnson is an internationally published poet in 43 
countries, several published poetry books, nominated for 4 
Pushcart Prize awards and 5 Best of the Net nominations. 
He is editor-in-chief of 3 poetry anthologies, all available on 
Amazon, and has several poetry books and chapbooks. He 
has over 536 published poems. Michael is the administrator 
of 6 Facebook Poetry groups. Member Illinois State Poetry 
Society: http://www. illinoispoets.org/. 


229 


Under the scorching sun 
Or in the downpour 
There's only one man 
The one who bore 

The weight of the ones 
He adored 

The father he was 


With love galore. 
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He had a dream 

For his son and daughter 
The only goal 

He sought after 

To make them stand 

On their own feet 
Fearing neither the cold, 


Nor the heat. 


He remained fair and just 
With honesty, all could trust. 
His journey brought him glory, 


The love of those who must. 


Their success was 


The pride he wore. 
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The father he was 


With love galore. 


Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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LOVE 

Love is humble 
It makes royal, 
Love is marble 


It remains loyal. 


A game of heart 
Drawing the art, 
Linking the chart 


Clearing the mart. 
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If you make it a gamble 


It will crumble 


And leave you in shamble. 


If you make it a garden 
It will harden 


And grow vegetations. 


Love is a platform 
It can reform, 
Killing the worm 


And cankerworm. 
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Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: | am a poet/writer/thinker residing in 
Nigeria. | currently enjoy my work as a writer; | have 
contributed to over forty international anthologies. | have 
also published three poetry books and co-authored one, 
and published over two hundred and fifty poems/articles in 
over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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DROWNING 

Life was a rough, steep wall 
Living, a creaking ladder 

Not one bruise was hindered 

Not one scratch faltered 

And scars came flogging the flesh 
Nevertheless 

Scaling cemented stones 

Pose no threat 

Rung by rung destiny came closer 
For 

Despite the twilight 


There was hope pinned 
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on that last rung up the ladder 

Of which the rope strained, and sheared 
Like an umbilical chord 

So 

Weighed down by sorrow 
Overwhelmed with pain 


| plunged, drowning in the abyss 
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Nikhat Mahmood: She is a self-employed teacher of English 
Creative Writing, a short story writer and an occasional 
poet. She has translated from Urdu to English and also 
transliterated in Hindi, a book of poems ‘Zard PattoN ki 
Shawl’ written by a prominent Pakistani poet. Several of 
her stories have been published in various anthologies and 
magazines. She is currently working on her debut book of 
short stories, ‘Scent of the Bitter Almonds’ and a novel, 
‘Revived Oaths’. She lives in Karachi with her husband and 
two children. 
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PELAGIC HOURS...AT PURI BEACH..! 


The foamy hem is swaying restlessly, 
As if 

All the stubborn waves are agog 

In this evening stroll, 

As if 

In the chest of the mighty Ocean, 


Bygone agonies are opening a black hole. 


In the lazy steps of my feet, 


In the moody flows of my soul, 
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The silky creases of the golden sand get hurt, 
As if, 

In the quest of taking into arms, 

Its beloved footprints, 

Amidst those pelagic commotions, 

To console, 


Its ever bleeding heart. 


The evening raga hasn’t been sung, 

The coarse moment of farewell has left the sea, 
Scratched and torn, 

And so the Nilakanth; the blue throat..! 
Voiceless in this mischievous evening, 

Only the nettled waves..! 

On the shore for its eternal thirst, 


Yelling and whipping..! 
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To the urge of the oceanic sad tune, 
Evening goes darker and darker, 
Warming the pebble that, lying for ages 
in the hollow of my chest, 

letting it to emit the light of my words 
to enlighten the falling sky, 


on the dark ocean floor..! 


In the cozy touch of golden sea beach, 

the nectar of love drizzles, 

In those inarticulate hours of the sea and mine night, 
we both listen to the cries of emptiness, 

understand the tongue of silence, 

what would | say to you, 

Dear sea..! 


| wrap myself in that blue veil 
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Covering my swelling bosom, 


To wet my burning eyes..! 


Nitusmita Saikia: Nitusmita Saikia, a bilingual writer from 
Assam, India is presently working as instructor in National 
Cadet Corps. With poetry, she also writes short stories, 
plays and has been writing for magazine like FM, GloMag, 
Innsaei and Sahitya Samavedana. Her poems have been 
published in many national and international anthologies 
and in local newspapers, in blogs, etc. 
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BANISHED 

Wait what? 

What are you saying? 

Hold on, circle back to the beginning please 
For | didn’t quite catch that. 

You have suddenly gone into a deep dive 


Without giving the basics. 


Why am | interested? 

Oh, no reason, I’m just asking for a friend 

Who has jumped onto the literature bandwagon 
In these times of the new normal. 


What was he doing earlier? 
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Oh! He was into supply chain and logistics 

But that being said, at the end of the day 

Are we all not literature wannabes 

Just hoping to improve our speak and write? 
Hello, hello 

Oh hello. So did you not just hear a word | said? 


No, you were on mute. 


Note: The words in italics are the list of banished words for 2022. 
The list is created by Lake Superior State University 
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Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Immunology from the 
University of Oxford. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer and published poet. She also 
regularly contributes to the open mics organized by Rattle 
Poetry. She currently resides in Gurgaon, India, and works 
as a senior associate editor. Her first book of poetry, She: 
the reality of womanhood, was just published. 
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IN APPRECIATION OF SAFFRON 

When Crocus, unhappy in a love affair with 
the nymph, Smilax, was turned into a plant 
by the jealous gods, he was 

reborn as the saffron flower 

The rare saffron flower, 

Curls scarlet in milk and cream, 

filling the air with fragrant steam 

evokes joy and sensory bloom. 

An essential part of festive cooking in the East 


how do you bleed so bright and beautiful? 


246 


adding color and subtle flavor to sweet and savory? 


teaching me that beauty can be subtle yet so powerful! 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 
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As | gaze at you 
From afar, 

| seek your eyes 
And its emotion. 
Alas, the smile 
Drains off mine 
For tonight 
Your deep eyes 
Appear lost, 
Melancholy, 


Sulky and distant 
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Leaving me 

The same way 
This evening. 
My eyes won't 
Light up tonight 
Until yours does 
When we hold 


Each other's glance 


No words 

Or exchanges 

Of any sort 

But a beatific glance 
That invites me 

Into your soul 

And | would be 

The happiest woman 


Around. 
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Panjami Anand: Greetings, | am but a speck in the world, 
aspiring to be as aware and genuine as possible. My poems 
are fragments of my soul. Thank you for running your palms 
through them. 
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YOU ARE (NOT) A WORKING WOMAN 


(Holy Bhagavad-Gita avers: Do thy duty 
Holy Koran says: Veil yourself 


Holy Bible states: Bear thy burden) 


The first light that falls on earth 
never sees her scrambled in the bed, 
instead she stands like a statue, 
mind a frozen sea, 


alongside lighted wicks, 
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a tendril of smoke with a faint fragrance 


that dispels from scented sticks. 


An hour in steaming and frying 

make her sizzle, the smell of food on her 
morphs into a moist wind, slowly. 
Another in sweeping and washing, 


half-wet sari raised up to the knee. 


Seen fresh at the serving table, 

her slot last, 

swift at the gate to see him off, 

dash to the school to drop the kids, 
bags puffy, palms red, an excuse little 


to fetch greens and groceries. 


Back home, dusting and ironing 


not to ignore the care of elders, 
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nor the courier or cooking gas refills. 
By then the sun at the peak 


but bills due can’t be deferred. 


A nap after lunch, the luxury she gives up 

rather into making his favorite cookies. 

Evenings into a teacher's role, though 

Her visit to the dentist deferred indefinite. By then, 


the pale pendant comes crawling in the sky. 


Couple of hours toiling again 

till the last chore for the day is done. 
While sweat beads shimmer on her brows, 
dull light hides her weary eyes. 


Inching slowly, she saunters towards the bed 
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and slithers into the waiting arms. He murmurs: 


“Thank God, You are not a working woman!” 


Her day continues.... 


Pankajam: She is a bilingual poet and novelist and an 
author or more than 30 books. Her poems, book reviews, 
short stories and articles have been published in many 
national/international journals and anthologies. One of her 
poetry collections has been translated into French. Three 
books on literary criticism discuss her works in detail. A 
book of critical essays and research papers on her poem 
titled “Poetic Oeuvre of K Pankajam” has also been 
published. She is the recipient of many awards. 
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THE NEEM TREE 

The thick and strong trunk. 

Tall, tall almost reaching the sky. 

Serrated leaves covering the branches, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

| just don’t remember when Ma planted the neem seed. 
Many, many years ago, yet it seems like yesterday. 

Ma filled up the unused chaubaccha* with mud. 


She planted varieties of seeds there. 
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| used to come back from school and run to the koltala*. 
Where new saplings were pushing their heads up. 


Just beside her kitchen where she lovingly looked after the 
plants. 


An age when | didn’t feel that documentation of 
happenings is important. 


An age when | felt that all were immortal. 

The neem plant grew and grew. 

In nature’s rhythm it grew. 

| too grew up and lost track of the neem plant. 
Ma went on caring for her plants. 


lin a different city, once in a while went down to meet my 
parents. 


Didn’t have time to enjoy the sun on my terrace. 

Nor did my schedule permit me to look at the plants. 
When the neem plant turned into a tree, | didn’t notice. 
The branches spread, coated with glittering leaves. 

Ma became sick, the other plants died. 


But not the neem tree. 
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The neem tree like Ma’s four human branches 
Had learnt to survive on its own. 

The huge neem tree with its sturdy trunk. 

Still stands tall, tall touching the sky. 

My mother no more now. 

But the neem tree still there. 

Providing shade and health to all. 

Just like my mother used to do. 


*chaubaccha—cemented water reservoir in old houses; 


*koltala---an open space with the sky showing where water is 
stored 
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Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am Dr. Paramita Mukherjee 
Mullick and | live in Mumbai, India. | am a_ scientist 
transformed into an internationally acclaimed award- 
winning poet. | have started and am the President of the 
Mumbai Chapter of the Intercultural Poetry and 
Performance Library(IPPL). | am also the Cultural Convener 
and Literary Coordinator(West India) of the International 
Society for Intercultural Studies and Research(ISISAR). My 
poems have been widely published in Indian and 
international journals and some poems have been 
translated into 39 languages. 
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| walked through a pond 

exotic leaves, flowers 

aroma of the trees 

enchanting me 

i hear the cooing of koels 

lost in the sounds 

i see two boys swimming in the pond 
naked ,unmindful of the passers by 


desired that state 
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no public opinion 
no media glare 
not even friends 


remember such a moment in Germany 


Guten Morgen. 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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A ONE EYE 

The sky is a skull 

one eye is the moon, 
One eye is the sun. 


The sky only uses one eye. 


The one eye of the moon 
waxes and wanes, sometimes 
a crescent eye, sometimes full, 


the blood eye, harvest eye, 
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wolf eye, hare eye, storm eye, 
chaste eye, blue eye, seed eye, 
corn eye, snow eye, mead eye. 


Ocean eye works the tides. 


Draw down the eye lit 
by light borrowed 
from the other 


eye of the skull. 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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Aren't we different versions of ourselves every day, 
Changing forms and adapting shapes flexibly 

As we manoeuvre through people, places and prompts- 
Fluid and silky rivers 

Flowing through bumps and rocks and turns and bends 


All in the hope of blending into the amaranthine ocean one 
day. 


264 


Prabha Prakash: | am a poet based in Kerala. | am a 
Chartered Accountant and work as Assistant Manager with 
EY. My first poetry collection ‘Lost Monsoon’ was published 
by Writers Workshop, Kolkata in 2018. | have been selected 
for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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THE WORLD PINES FOR WORD 

At midnight 

A lone star calls the gigantic sky. 

Enough, silence is enough, 

The world pines for word. 

May the sea send more waves to the shore 


May the wind be a bit more furious and sing the song of the 
tornado 


May men be trees and trees get metamorphosis into men. 
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Lonely routes are scattered everywhere, but no feet 
whatsoever found, 


Eyes are lying vacant with' To Let’ signboard, but nowhere 
tenants of dream seen. 


Can’t you lend me your ears for a while? 
| am prepared even to pay for it 
Show me your palm the way you show to a palmist at least 


Let me hold it for a while to feel the Universe. 


We are all trespassers, mind it 


We are all floating in an unknown stream called Life! 


267 


Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Prahallad Kumar Satpathy, who 
hails from Odisha (India), is a bilingual poet writing both in 
Odia and English. He is a retired Associate Professor of 
Economics. To his credit, he has four published anthologies 
in Odia language. His poems are published in many national 
and international journals. Twice he has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as an honorary member. 
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We are so busy living, 

We do not have the time, 

To retrospect, to mull things over, 

To really understand our soul’s purpose in this life, 
We are so busy living in the moment, 


That we are unprepared for when we become a body, a 
history! 


Let us pause, and recollect all the 
Universal Truths we have learnt, 


And the falsehoods we have to unlearn, 
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Let us seek help from the Universe, 

To look within, and to seek the goodness in each being, 
For, only that awareness will free us, 

From the clutches of ignorance and hypocrisy, 


And clear the way for enlightenment. 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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RAIN HAS GONE 

Half of the road | have traveled 

without you, 

Without you, | felt so lonely 

Often | needed your affection, attention and guide 


A true supporter you were. 


Time changes everything. 


It keeps stand healing our minds 
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giving wings to fly freely upon the hills and vales, 
Time keeps stand stitching our wounds, 

The best medicine ever 

That can remove our pain and suffering 

Just like a true friend 


Time pushes us to be more active and merry in life. 


My imagination soars higher in the bluish skies 
soaking sun light in the fresh winter morning 
Nourishing my pain's wall 

Mind cooks different tales 

Yearning happiness and joy 

From the ashes of soul 


Now | have learned how to make myself strong and 
carefree. 
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Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state Assam (India), 
the poetess, Mrs Preety Bora started writing from her 
college days. She lives in a city called Golaghat with her 
family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. She writes in 
both languages: in English and in Assamese (her mother 
tongue). Her poems have been published in various 
anthologies and magazines in India and in foreign 
countries. 
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NI:SHABDA 

This anger has to turn into something 
something... better, perhaps, worse? 
Okay still. It can't stay what it is — 

this purulent mess of dreams that died 
of starvation or criticism or infection 


from the corpses of other dreams. 


This anger needs flight, like a horse 
on the prairie, mad in its 27-ribbed masculinity. 
It needs sacrifice, like a slit throat 


squirting blood with every dying heartbeat. 
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Voice — it needs a voice like the chariot-rider 
screaming in the joy of his first shining kill, 


His newly forged sword catching the sun. 


It needs death, and verklarung, 

in the serenity of the Buddha Dipankara, 
the exhaustion of its destructive genius 
And the acceptance that as the knackered, 
the rusted, the weary and the bleeding, 


its tempo dies andante, adagio, lento...... ... 


mass grave 


feeling for father 


bone by bone 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: Raamesh Gowri Raghavan is a 
Thane-based epigraphist, historian, copywriter and poet. 
He has been published in several anthologies and 
magazines. He is the editor of Narrow Road Literary 
Journal, a e-zine of poetry, haibun and flash fiction. 
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INLARY 
Came laa 


IN THE TAIL OF JANUARY... 

In the tail of January... 
wondering is it a tail 

catchy or tweaks overpowering, 
or Happenings like history 


turned or ignored by thwarting eyes. 


Compressed within twelve 


months extreme long, 


or abdominal short, your quirk 
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free play of imagination, 


take you around breathless 


toy of show and shadowy 
lumps with introspection 
where is the end? 

where is the beginning? 


Where are you positioned? 


Seasons and dawns 

Falls and moonshine 
Interplay of creativity 
For poets’ Precious Time 


And Time pass throughout. 


January embellishes our doors 


Either with crackers or luminous 


Lamps enriching with Angel’s smile 
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Cheering us, or even if needed 


With consolation strips or colors. 


Let it not run or race 

with Covid or vaccine. 

In the advent of January 

Let us pray for Hospital wards 


Breathing a fresh space free. 
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Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


Her blogs: 
pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 


280 


THE WAIT 

A stillness 

pregnant with the inevitable. 
Undecided rumbling far off 
with a purpose, a course. 
The dried leaves 

erratically moving... 

Then 

the rain - 


gently wetting all. 
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Reflections 


Reflections men a 
atria. Bot 


Raj Isaac: | am a retired educator who specialized in the 
teaching of English up to the tertiary level. | reside in 
Durban, South Africa and have had my writings featured in 
various local publications. | have self-published two books — 
a family history and a collection of short stories and flash 
fiction. My writing journey is recorded in my Facebook 
page, “The stories | write”. 
https://www.facebook.com/Raj.M.Isaac/ 


282 


THE MYTH 

It entered the world 
Through tunnels of dreams; 
or, from world it tunneled 
To the land of dreams, 

That no one can tell. 

One thing’s quite sure: 

It jumped onto life 


From some place in hell. 
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How else one explains 

The yellow-red stains 

On golden-brown fur? 

The infernal flames 

Dance gaily on stains 

While it dries under the sun 


On burning stones. 
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14 ii As 
Rajnish Mishra: Rajnish Mishra is a poet, writer, translator 
and blogger born and brought up in Varanasi, India and 
now in exile from his city. His work originates at the point 
of intersection between his psyche and his city. He edits 
PPP Ezine and writes at 
https://rajnishmishravns.wordpress.com/ 


wiht, mupne 
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CHILDHOOD IN DEBRIS 

I'm a child, a tiny-tot, 

Barely aged four, a darling son 

Of my labourer parents with whom 

| come along on the work site, 

Oblivious of the chilling winters or 

The scorching summers-what to say about 
The dancing rains which quench the thirst 
Of my parching soul; | play 


With the white mound of sand inserting 
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My small arms into it to snatch 
A handful of my building material 


To build my dream castle; 


Sometimes, | assist my mother by picking 
A brick and placing it on her 

Stretched palm, hardened by the ravages of time, 
And keep on repeating till the mountain 
On my mother's head refuses to entertain 
Any more crowd; 

| do pick a hoe and attempt 

To break the wall of muram or 

The red sand mound to help 

My father a little bit; at other times, 

| play and frolic in myriad ways 

Along with my friends, and weave 


The magic for the world to see! 
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I'm the son of the soil in true sense, and 
I'll grow like this becoming 
A labourer one day, and die other day, 


Unnoticed and unsung, like my humble parents; 


In the meanwhile, let me sing 

The songs of ecstasy and fly freely 

Like the flecks of cloud; let me chirp 

And twitter in the way colourful birds do, 
And let me shout hoarsely, 

To pierce the multi-layered silence of 


The indifferent humanity; 


I'm also a future citizen of this 
Beautiful world though 
Dyed in less exuberant colours; | don't 


Want to crib or cry anymore; 
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| feel king-size within the cozy lap 


Of my doting mother and caring father. 


Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is cCurrently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 
Lucknow University. He has got two collections of poems 
titled ‘Moon is Black’ and ‘Circle Of Life’. He also has one 
collection of Hindi poems. His English poems have found 
place in different poetry journals and newspapers’ literary 
supplements. He also has authored two books on Law. 
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THE CANCER WARRIORS 

As | stumbled through the dark night 
With not a shard in sight, 

The black became blacker 


The night a darker night. 


The soul was suppurating 


The mind was numb and worn, 
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Looking for succour was a heart 


Sliced, shredded and torn. 


| had plunged into despair 
From a state of happiest high, 
Fighting a malady that was 


Smothering my every sigh. 


“Why me?’ ‘Poor me’ 
| raved and ranted, 
Then | saw three anxious faces 


The look in their eyes so haunted. 


Resilience was the only option 
| knew | couldn’t crumple, 
| could stumble, | could fall 


But | had to get up and hobble. 
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| decided to fight the scourge 
Slam the damn tumour, 
With my precious weapons 


Of masti and humour. 


My three hearts ensnared me 
In a web of optimism and love, 
It was as if three amazing angels 


Had descended from heavens above. 


Now sheathed in their empathy 
And cloaked in their affection, 
| can fight any malady 


Battle the worst affliction. 


Tons of heart-warming messages 


From friends, followers and ‘fans’, 


292 


Have been like myriad oases 


In arid, desert sands. 


These zillion tiny rainbows 
Have caressed my soul, 
Helping me march 


Towards my only goal. 


Battered and bruised | might be 
But | will just not surrender, 
| will fight with every heartbeat 


And smash the savage monster. 


No cancer can beat me 
No malady can crush, 
When | have the invincible army 


Of You, Me & Us! 
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lam not a cancer ‘survivor’ 
You are not a cancer saviour, 


Each one of us is 


Simply a Cancer Warrior! 


Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several Indian 
and foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he 
is working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel 
Plant. He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his 
website is www.ramendra.in 


294 


NEFERTITI: QUEEN OF THE NILE 

From ancient Egypt-- the gift of the Nile, 
Comes Nefertiti with beauty and smile, 
Resurrecting from the pages of history-- 


Timeless, ageless shrouded in mystery! 


295 


A beauty combined with immense power, 
Adamantine like a bright desert flower, 
A Pharaoh queen who drove a chariot, 


Smiting the enemies more than a Harriot. 


The puissance of the Pharaoh-female 
In a patriarchal society pulled by male 
Nefertiti was loved but sometimes hated: 


Women's empowerment she advocated. 


But the paradoxical power of the women 
Perhaps paved the path only for their men 
Fuelling their typical whims and feelings-- 


Oh, how to fly through the glass ceiling? 


Unable to produce the desired male heir, 


With her spouse she fell out of favour! 
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Replaced by Kiya -- another woman 


She became truly an angel fallen! 


Under the night sky far, far from Aten-- 
The god she worshipped called the sun, 
Sad and unknown she left this world 


The mystic blue Nile rolled and rolled! 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Sinha is an eminent poet, author 
and professor of English. She has a number of awards to 
her credit for her contribution to poetry. Her poems from 
her collection "Scents and Shadows" are included in the 
syllabus of Purnea University. She has the honour of 
receiving a commendation from the former President of 
India, A P.J. Abdul Kalam for her poem, ‘Mother Nature’ 
contained in her collection ‘Spring Zone’. She has received 
several other awards. Her poems, short stories, articles and 
research papers have been widely published in highly- 
acclaimed journals and anthologies. She has authored 
published 9 books in different genres and 50 research 
papers. 
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QUEUED UP 

Not all of us were on the same page 

Some dithered to cover their age 

As if ice would melt within before sun could pierce. 
Others, the younger ones with dreams in their eyes 
Flip flopped hither and thither together... 

Some out of curiosity, some in utter faith 

Some walking briskly, some in ungainly gait 
Trudged along; pausing to risk relaxation 

Only when sluices were sealed for phased isolation. 
Queue was long, the wait a little longer 


Dream was in sight, faith a little stronger 
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This is a mission that knew no defeat 
Where thirst and hunger took a back seat 
Inching closer, drawn nearer and nearer to Goal 


When One second of Bliss would demystify your Soul... 


Ravi Ranganathan: He is a writer, Poet and critic. He is also 
retired banker settled in Chennai. He has to his credit three 
books of poems: Lyrics Of Life; Blade Of Green Grass; and 
Of Cloudless Climes. He revels in writing his thought- 
provoking short poems called ‘Myku’. He loves to write on 
Nature, Life and the human mind. His poems are featured 
regularly in many anthologies. He has won many awards for 
his poetry, including recognition in ‘Poiesis Award For 
Excellence’ of Poiesisonline, Sahitya Gaurav Award by 
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Literati Cosmos Society, Mathura, and ‘Master Of Creative 
Impulse Award’ by Philosophyque Poetica. He contributes 
poems and articles regularly for monthly webzine ‘Literary 
Vibes’ and monthly e-magazine Glomag and the biannual 
‘Metverse’. He is the Treasurer of Chennai Poets’ Circle. 
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THE PUNISHMENT 
Pull your bed next to mine 
| will bring the lawns where we slept outdoors in summer 


You can bring the kulfiwaala, complete with his icebox and 
cycle bell. 


The scents of the madhumalati, the night jasmine and roses 
| will mix into the breeze 


You can scatter the big and small bears, the seven sisters 
and the Orion belt above us 
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Hold my hand 

let us for a night, forget that we were punished 
for not holding on tight 

How much ever we remedy that now 

Do you know 


To cross the oceans between our pushed-apart beds, the 
Queen Mary takes thirty three nights? 


Foolish us 


We lay gazing at the heavens while our stars were being 
flung apart 
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Reena Prasad: Reena R's poems have been published in 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Glomag, Duane’s Poe Tree, Mad 
Swirl, etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s Poet of the 
year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
in the ‘World Union Of Poet’s’ poetry competition, 2016 
and won an award for poetry in 2016 As ‘You Like It 
International Poetry Contest’, commemorating the 400th 
anniversary of Shakespeare. She won the _ Reuel 
International Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE IN INDIA 

gymnasticating across Ahmadabad rooftops, 
five long-tailed langur holy warriors 

dressed in gray 


orchestrate a deliriously intoxicated street wedding 
procession 


below, parading greenwhite Christmas cars 


and Amitabh Bachchan mud flapping rickshaws line the 
streets, 


while gushing rainbows of multicolor roses and 
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streaming orangeyellowwhite callalilies 

explode flamboyantly, serenaded by a 

cacophony of tubas and dhols with 

bamboo wooden sticks beating, 

and greenscarlet saried women 

dance in effervescent Hindu-Horah Sufi circles, 
oblivious to the tubby paan chewing street peddlers 


flailing week old squash and green squishy oranges 


here, all across this vast mad subcontinent 

so ecstatically undaunted, 

Mother India again pauses tonight, converges, 
then unanimously exhales 

signifying another rebirth, 


as our grateful planet heartens: “shabash! shabash!” 
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Robert Feldman: He was inspired by members of 
Paterson’s literary tradition, notably Allen Ginsberg and 
William Carlos Williams. He organized poetry readings in St. 
Louis, produced-hosted a community-issues news hour and 
a biweekly bebop jazz radio program on KDNA-FM. He was 
instrumental in publishing some of Arizona’s most 
influential writers, and collaborated with Lawrence 
Ferlinghetti on his Bisbee publication, “Mule Mountain 
Dreams.” Currently, Robert resides in greater Phoenix, 
continuing to write, paint, and play tabla, besides actively 
publishing in several online poetry magazines. Hineni, a 
collection of 15 Hebraic photographic poetry was published 
in Spring, 2018, and Sunflowers, Sutras, Wheatfields, and 
other ArtPoems in the summer of 2019. His writings and 
paintings can be viewed at albionmoonlight.net; he can be 
reached at rffeldman@gmail.com. 
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A WELL OF YOUTH 
Now that | found you, 
| have rediscovered 

A well of youth 
Which provides me 


With a new breath of life! 


Your bewitching smile 


And soft voice 
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Caressing my ears 
While your burning 
And sweet lips 

Kiss mine passionately 
Are the only reasons 


For feeling this way! 


When | thought it was the end, 
| realized that it is just 
A new and exciting beginning 


When | found you! 
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Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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BROTH SLURPER 


The thermometer lies naked. 


All those bronchitis swearing campfire oaths. 


Everybody wants inside your hellion soup. 


Monoclonal time capsules unearthed. 
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Ghoulish talkies giving lip. 


Everybody climbs inside the captain’s 


steaming soup 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. He enjoys 
listening to the blues and cruising down the TransCanada in 
his big blacked out truck. 
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RAIN 

The wind was whistling through the trees; 
The leaves rustled - as if waking from sleep. 
The sunbeams were soon hidden by clouds 


As a sweet scent rose up from the ground. 


The skies opened up, and downward flowed. 
Dust washed away, the earth now glowed. 
Seedlings sprouted up from the ground. 


Birds cooed, "There's new life all around!" 


313 


The parched ground was finally quenched 
And grasses came up in many a trench. 
Fish in the once-dry rivers now abounded, 


As a soft pattering was all that sounded. 


Finally, the sun again broke through the sky. 
The showers almost ceased, and they smiled. 
Nature's palette now curved upwards 


In a sequence of seven lovely colours. 
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Samixa Bajaj: | am a 17-year-old student from Guwahati, 
Assam. Besides writing, | love to read, dance and sketch. | 
also enjoy music. 
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SURVIVAL—AN ART? 


She smiles, the steely glint of the sunshine reflected in her 
mellow eyes 


| can see the pain that stops short just behind the khol 
lining her lashes 


| wonder how she's managed to survive so much and still 
endure 


| wonder how her heart is still so full of love and empathy, 


Untouched, unhardened by the brutalities of life - its sheer 
unexpected nature 


| wonder if there's a survival manual hidden somewhere 
inside the khakhi bag she carries with her 


| wonder... 
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As though reading my thoughts, she replies, 
"Life throws waves and tsunamis at you 


And in one moment all is lost, so much changes in the wink 
of an eye 


And yet you have to go on 


Mourn the pieces of yourself that you know you will have 
to let go 


And weave together newer fragments 

No one teaches you how to survive 

And it isn't a choice either 

You endure, you pray, you hope and still things fall apart 
You have nothing to hold on to 


And yet, you know you just have to keep going, keep 
enduring 


Maybe not for yourself, but for the sake of those promises, 
responsibilities and obligations you have towards those 
who have been there for you 


Survival isn't an art... 


To be blunt enough - survival is a necessity" 
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And turning her long golden tresses glinting in the 
sunshine, 


She walks past me towards destinations unknown... 


A galaxy of pain, a universe of hope - entwined into 
something magical that made my heart ache... 


Perhaps, she’s right 


Survival can neither be taught nor is it a choice 


Perhaps, some, like her, are born survivors! 
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Samrudhi Dash: | am aé_ poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
| write under the pseudonym “Inara”. Along with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international 
e-zines and magazines, | have published till date five solo 
poetry anthologies and three novels and conceptualised 
and edited four anthologies of different genres. | have 
completed my Masters in English literature from Jawaharlal 
Nehru University, New Delhi, and apart from writing and 
poetry, my other hobbies include crafting, painting and 
photography. My signature words are "Hope, Live, Believe". 
My third novel “Letters from A Stranger - A Life Changing 
Map” is available as an e-book on Amazon Kindle and 
figured in the Amazon Bestseller List at Rank 10 in 2021. 
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Pic by Sangita Kalarickal 


CHIMAERA 
Distances yawn between close family 
Friends peel away like molting skin 


Lovers separate like oil from water 


Blood flows like cheap wine 
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Walks among crowds of loneliness 


Lanes of smiles among hated tears 


Shattering loud shrieks of silence 


Blood flows like cheap wine 


Reflections in my mind or water 


All my sins transform 


Into acceptable transgressions 


Blood flows like cheap wine 


Monsters concealed in the fathoms 


Rule hard each heart and life 


Realities hidden deep in myth 


Blood flows like cheap wine 
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Sangita Kalarickal: She has been wordsmithing since 
childhood and honing her craft in the forms of poetry and 
fiction. She is a published fantasy author with a soft corner 
for literary fiction. Her poems have appeared in anthologies 
and e-zines and she is currently working on her poetry 
collection. She lives in Minnesota, USA where the winter 
cold stretches almost half the year. She is a physicist at her 
day job, and currently she spends much of her time 
studying and honing her skills in haiku. 
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THUS QUOTH THE OWL 

| peeped through the window, 

one more time before bidding adieu to the world outside. 
The apartments in the distance were partially lit. 


On the telephone wire, there was a tiny creature astride. 
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Too oo tohoo it greeted me, oozing gumption and grit. 


"See. |am awake, 

yes, |am a nocturnal creature, 

but why don't you blokes shake off your languor and sloth 
even during the daytime! 

You walk around as though in a somnambulistic trance, 


sleep kinks dancing in your eyes, your body language so 
lazy. 


Yes, your world is crazy, and these days pretty hazy, | guess. 
Don't you scowl, you can never be as wise as an owl. 

Why don't you learn from your mistakes, you human? 
Come on, don't growl, your world is a mess. 
Tohooooooooo. Pick up a broom and go clean it." 

Quoth the wise owl, oozing gumption and grit. 

The apartments in the distance were partially lit. 

But the words of the wise owl had me fully lit. 


| glowed in that inner light 
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as | bid the owl a grateful goodnight. 


Tohooooooo0o0, it quoth, its wordy tenacity hitting me with 


its sagacity. 


Santosh Bakaya: | am the recipient of the Reuel Award for 
poetry [2014] for my long narrative poem, Oh Hark!; Setu 
International Award in recognition of my _ ‘stellar 
contribution to world literature, [Pittsburgh, USA, 2018]; 
Keshav Malik Award [2019] for my contribution to fiction, 
prose, and poetry. | am a poet, essayist, novelist, TEDx 
speaker, biographer, creative writing mentor, critically 
acclaimed for my poetic biography of Mahatma Gandhi, 
Ballad of Bapu. My Ted Talk on The Myth of Writer’s Block 
is very popular in creative writing circles. | write a weekly 
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column Morning Meanderings in Learning and 
Creativity.Com, the first part of which is an e-book now. My 
two collaborative e-books, Vodka by the Volga with Dr. 
Ampat Koshy and From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal with 
Gopal Lahiri have been Amazon bestsellers. My latest book 
is Runcible Sooons and Peagreen Boats. 
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On your marks, Get set go 
Once upon a time in the snow 
When temperatures fell so low 


and About nature | began to know 


Hear the silence 
You'll find no absence 
No scope of loneliness 


None either for stress 
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A peaceful stillness 
No signs of distress 


So full of love 


In the little cove 


Sara Bubber: Sara Bubber is a children's, teachers and 
parents storyteller with an educational background in child 
development. She loves developing her skills in storytelling, 
podcasting, video editing and making her own puppets. She 
has some lovely four legged cuddle bags to keep her busy. 
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STEP INTO THE SEA, OH WOMAN! 
Oh woman of virtue! 

Walk into the blue green sea 

the mysterious sea, where so many 


secrets are hidden and the magic she creates through her 
waves are mystical 


in every way! 
Let your mind and body be cured 
of all aches and pains 


Let your hair be wet and stuck to your beautiful bosom 
making you more and more beautiful! 
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Leave your worries behind and you will be like a mermaid 
so happy and gay 


Oh woman! Walk right into the sea where dreams bloom In 
every heart and your heart will dwell in bliss always! 


Oh woman! don't wait 
Hurry 

The sea is waiting 

for you to step in 


and let your dreams bloom In the blue green sea, 
mysterious and wonderful! 
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Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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HAPPY LITTLE TRICKS 
It’s not just a shade of red 


glowing in the windows 


we sold this whole world out 
to blue light specials 
and degeneration 


offered dirt cheap 
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and some were green with envy 


while others cowered yellow in fear 


but all this time 
there has been 
a white 

hot 

pulsing 

sphere 
humming 

at the heart 


of darkness 


Excuse me as | bathe in the palette 


and smear my flesh with passion’s many hues 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: Scott Thomas Outlar lives and writes 
in the suburbs outside of Atlanta, Georgia. His work has 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
He guest-edited the Hope Anthology of Poetry from 
CultureCult Press as well as the 2019, 2020, and 2021 
Western Voices editions of Setu Mag. He has been a weekly 
contributor at Dissident Voice for the past seven years. 
More than 2,000 of his poems have been published in 
literary venues around the world. Selections of his poetry 
have been translated into Afrikaans, Albanian, Azerbaijani, 
Bengali, Dutch, French, Hindi, Italian, Kurdish, Malayalam, 
Persian, Serbian, and Spanish. His seventh book, Evermore, 
was written along with coauthor Mihaela Melnic and 
released in 2021. More about Outlar's work can be found at 
17Numa.com. 
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THE BEST POEM 


In your eyes, 
afloat is a boat 
The boat that's so fast 
fast in carrying emotions 
| love to read it 
it dilates in excitement 
turns red in anger 
shrinks in despair 
shuts down in pain 


smiles in happiness 
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it dreams, thinks 
speaks in silence 
the longing, the demand 
so much it expresses 
that my poetic lines 
cannot capture- 


even a camera fails. 


My pen bows 
accepting defeat. 
Your eyes - the best poem 


| have ever read. 
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Shalini Samuel: She is a content writer at Kai Marketing. 
Her venture as a freelance editor, blogger, and content 
writer pushed her closer to poetry. You can see her as an 
accidental poet who started writing without knowing much 
about literature. Born and brought up in Cape Comorin, she 
loves spending time with nature, dogs, and books. She 
loves writing, and so she keeps scribbling. Author of three 
poetry collections: Singing Soul, The Painted Life, and 
Drizzle, she is still learning to write poetry. 
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MOTHER—A COSMIC ENTITY 

Mother-O supreme 

An all-encompassing, an undulating force 
Supremely soulful in this 


Beautiful and varied creation of ours 


O Mother, inspiration-that is thy incarnation 
Forces of imbibing nature 
Searing back and forth 


Till world knows that it is one with God 
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O Mother-thy blessings are invoked 


O supreme-knowledge in thy self-to be preserved 


Mother-A cosmic entity 


Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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CREATION 

Bring in a plank of wood 

and count out your implements 

of greater or finer size; 

assemble them in practical patterns 
to lure your creative mind. 

Yes, you are ready to begin. 

Hold the wood in your left hand, 
the carver in your right, 


breathe in and out, 
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until the muse touches high noon. 

The skies may offer a signal, 

mumbling, chuckling or soothing; 

even encourage you with a libation, 

a drawn-out drizzle or two. 

Begin your journey with finger and brain, 
a vision and a smile. 

Take time off to think, 

imagine, conjure, once in a while. 

Carve and whittle, charge and withhold, 
and layer your images, dream by dream. 
Smoothen the face of the wood 

till you see your own face upon it. 
Never give up until your face remains 


on your work even after you’ve got up and gone. 
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Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar Varma 
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STRUGGLES OF A NON-POETICAL POET 

Today | must write a prose or a poem 

| have no idea how to start? 

Should | search the Internet or peek at other’s works, 


Oh no, that would make me a crook. 


What should the pattern of my poem be? 


Can | go sit for inspiration like Newton under the apple 
tree? 


There are so many talented poets all over the place 


Who will read my poem which goes at a snail pace? 
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My gut tells me | should probably just write my thoughts 


My mind just wavers here and there, my page is just filled 
with dots 


Words flow so eloquently and seamlessly like a river for 
some 


Here | can only think of kindergarten poems to hum. 


Sometimes | wonder if | should just stick to my 
mathematical world. 


Calculus, algebra, and vectors can at least be explained in 
words 


But then poetry is words of the soul with no rights or 
wrongs 


It must be cherished by all, irrespective of it being short or 
long. 
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Shreya Suraj: I’m a mathematician, artist, photographer, 
and an environmentalist. | am the Founder of an art group 
called ‘Anybody Can Draw’ on Facebook, which has more 
than 6000 members from all over the world. | have also 
taken part in more than 175 beach clean-ups in Qatar and 
do my best to fight against plastic pollution. | am generally 
a very creative person, so | spend a lot of my time learning 
new art styles, writing poems and generally love to do a lot 
of voluntary work towards creating a better world. 
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FEEL IT 

Go ahead 

Don't look back 

Your parents are right behind 

You may not see them 

But they are very much with you 
With your ups and downs 

Enjoying and enduring 

Your happiness and sorrow as theirs 


Being part of your journey 
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They silently feel your moments 

Even though they are miles away 
Hurdles will come 

But you will be through 

Coz the blessings of your parents 

Are with you 

No need to carry them 

They are where you are 

They know time has changed 

They know your constraints and compulsions 
They know neither they can be with you 
Nor you can be with them 

They accept the reality as much as you 
Just ensure that they don't suffer 

Take care when they need 

Carry them when they are unable 

To carry themselves 


Never let them feel 
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They are not part of your family 

They are not in your thoughts 

Feelings and concern 

Don't make them foreigners in your family 


It hurts, it hurts hard 


Just too much to bear 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: Working in the Finance Services 
of Odisha, he is a multilingual poet, essayist and writer 
whose write-ups are published in newspapers and in 
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various national and international magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He writes extensively on life and its intricacies. 
His collection of poems and proses are published in his 
blogs. His accolades in the international arena include 
Order of Mahatma medal, Kairat Dussinov Medal for poetic 
excellence, Haven International Muse award in 2020, Order 
of Shakespeare, Double Cross gold medal from World 
Union of Poets. In the year 2019 and 2020, he has been 
awarded with the medal of International Faith Poet of the 
year and as one of the highly commended poets for four 
years by Destiny Poet International Community of Poets, 
Wakefield, U.K. 


smrutiweb.wordpress.com 


smrutitanuja.blogspot.com 
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THE PARK 
Shivering in the exhilarating cold, 
In disparate demeanor the venerable walk, 


Shuffling, and grappling, aided by a warm hand or an 
alpenstock, 


To subjugate the malaise that tyrannize their being, 


Obscured in woolens, their slow gait reinforces their 
apathy. 
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Vociferous shouts greet their aged ears as the youth with 
their arrogant spirit caper and vault, 


Guffawing and exclaiming, brushes past, 
Thought patterns merge and synchronizes, 


As the crowd coalesce in the mild morning Sun, 
circumambulating in the park. 


Muttering matins, bowing to the elephant God, adorned 
with garlands of marigold, 


Accompanied by the tinkling of the bell while the priest 
performs the morning prayers, 


The showering of holy water, to the rising crescendo of 
‘Om’, 

The bowing of heads, to the deity and then to the sun, 

As the walkers perambulate listening to the song of the 


birds, amidst the crunching of dead leaves, while the 
winter’s harvest of petunias and dahlias stand stately, 


Whilst the denuded trees, a harsh illusion of bygone days 
filtered by the early morning rays and fragrance create 
hope, 
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That barren foliage will once again be verdant, trusting 
their lineage to proudly carry forward their inheritance of 
values and character building exercises, 


For winter like spring and summer, is ephemeral and 
evanescent. 


Elephant God—Hindu God of beginnings, worshipped 
before any major enterprise. 


The “OM” symbolizes the Universe and ultimate reality. It is 
the most important Hindu symbols. 
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Someeta Das: She is a retired Professor of English with 
twenty-eight years of teaching experience from Maharaja 
Manindra Chandra College, Kolkata. She is interested in 
writing short stories and stories on travel. She has 
published in Glomag, The Statesman, Setu, Woman’s era 
and a number of e-zines. 
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A tired mind 
seeks to unwind 
as a Sunday wears down 


to usher a new week into town. 


Living from moment to moment 
is always betterment 
as bruises heal with age 


and one cares least about a macho image. 
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To live and let live 
to find there is less to take and more to give 
it is easier to stay unbound and free 


if only one lets things be. 
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Sri N Srivatsa: | was born and brought up in Madras of yore 
and moved to New Delhi in 1978. | am a Physics graduate 
who spent more time dabbling in fine arts before a career 
in banking. | have been singing with the Madras Youth 
Choir for almost half a century. | worked both behind and 
on-stage in Tamil, English and Hindi productions of 
Arangam, Yatrik and Madras Players. | have been pursuing 
translation of good poetry from Tamil to English and vice 
versa plus a few in Hindi as a passion. Over the years, my 
poetry has been featured on television, various magazines 
and in an anthology of poems for children. Four volumes of 
Tamil poems, including two this year, by four different 
poets translated by “moi’s have been published. 
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YOUR ANGEL UNSEEN 

My beloved 

the pearl of my heart 

as white as heaven’s dove 

a divine wildflower 

bleeding red wine 

my drunkenness my madness 
the proof of my love 


an eternal flame 
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burning for you 

no justice for your loss 

your prayer 

a birdsong floating on the breeze 
your prayer 

birdwings dancing in the sunlight 
your prayer 

wingbeats kissing the silent sky 
my eyes are closing 

as my eyes are opening 

| have returned to myself 

from a mystical dream 

from the white cloud of God’s breath 
| have returned from the clay 

| have returned from the dead 
summoned by your prayer 

| have returned to you 


my beloved 
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| am forever beside you 


your angel unseen 


Stefan Bohdan: Stefan Bohdan lives in Orlando, Florida 
USA. He is retired from the 
architectural/engineering/construction world. He now 
spends his time writing poems and novels. His English 
poems have been published in multiple books, anthologies, 
journals, newspapers, e-zines and translated into many 
languages. He also writes reviews for poetry books. He is 
internationally published and has collaborated with poets, 
translators and artists from around the world. He is the 
founder of Third Eye Butterfly Press. 
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THE ONLY ONE FOR ME 

| thought you were the only one for me. 

Then | had my doubts. 

| wonder if we can bring our true feelings on love out. 
Our feelings of being tormented from all sides. 

Make us not want to communicate and hide. 

We don't need to break up; 


We have to weather the storm. 
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Stephen Goetz: I'm a published poet from Lincoln City, 
Oregon USA. My poems have been published in poetry 
groups. | have received awards from Motivational Strips 
and affiliate groups. | have been published for the first time 
in an anthology. I’m a regular contributor to Glomag an 
anthology published in India. 
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HUMAN GUINEA PIG 
Over their poverty and plight they would brood. 


Their stomachs forever hankered for food. 


Six mouths always clamouring for nourishment. 


Their meagre income unable to suffice was their 
predicament. 


Their condition was ripe field for exploitation. 


Could the lure of money bring them salvation? 
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With both hands they grabbed the promising offer. 


It would at least provide two square meals proper. 


In a phased manner they were promised the moon. 


Hopefully their pathetic condition would improve soon. 


As a specimen of medical experiment as human guinea 
pigs. 


A multi-national's lucrative dream project immensely big. 


The lure of lucre brought a glint to their eyes. 


Everyone laughed, bidding hardships goodbye. 


They were not made aware of any reaction or 
repercussions. 


All they thought of was the exaction which was their 
compulsion. 
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In a matter of weeks their gaunt frames reflected. 


patches, growths, deformities unnaturally projected. 


Now they lie as cadavers on the dissection table. 


Their children vulnerable tossing around like loose pebbles. 


The experiment continues for the betterment of society. 


Were they not a part? A question of propriety! 
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Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee's poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Mélange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 
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MONEY Y CAN'T BUY HAPPINESS, 


A POSITIVE SOUL CAN. 


MEET SHAN 


MONEY CANNOT BUY HAPPINESS 
Happiness cannot be measured 

In terms of riches 

nor can it be bought by 

heaps of money and wealth 

It is a state of mind 

that perceives bountiful blessings 

In the myriad hues of small things 
revels in the aura of camaraderie 


acts as per soul's promptings and essence 
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happiness lies in ' joy of giving’ 

lifting hapless souls 

from the state of despondency 

planting hope and belief 

In the hearts of as many 

sans selfish interests 

happiness is a calm and composed state 
not tweaked by 

nudges and turbulence of worldly affairs 
a subtle mission it is 

rooted in the values of love and wisdom 
that lends credence to mercy 


helps internalize divine whispers. 


367 


Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a poet from Bhubaneswar, 
Odisha. She is a retired banker. She has two published 
poetry anthologies (‘More than Mere-a bunch of poems ', 
‘Riot of Hues' by Authorspress, New Delhi) to her credit. 
She is a singer, avid lover of Nature. She regularly 
contributes to anthologies worldwide. 
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SOULMATE 

Forgetting my true identity 

| was playing a different role, 
You came and made me feel 


I'm far away from my inner mind and soul. 


You're never my attraction 
Neither an infatuation 
Rather you're that part of me 


That keeps me away from all distraction 
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When you touch my hand 
You touch my soul 
A connection; that | can't define 


It's something like divine. 


Your eyes seems like ancient history 
That creates within me another chemistry, 


Still this connection is a mystery 


Now | stand against any odds 
Difficult life seems to me so easy, 


Busy life never seems hazy. 


In my life you're the only console, 


| want to be yours forever and ever 


Hold my hand and heal my soul. 
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You're the sparkle in my eyes 


You're my first boon; waiting for you my eyes, 


Please come soon. 


Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer 
from India. She born and brought up in city Kolkata in a 
family of teachers. She has keen interest in music, poetry 
and drama and she loves every form of fine arts. She has 
done master degree in English Literature and Hons in 
Bengali literature. She is a published poet and her poems 
have been published more than twenty national and 
international anthologies, magazines and blogs. She is the 


371 


founder of an online poetry group and a member of World 
Union Of poets. She is very passionate about poetry and 
she thinks poetry is the best way to express your thought. 
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| shutterstock com -1187971906 
COMING OF AGE 

Thank God | don’t live in the seventies era 
not yet old and cranky 

just seventy-five and plus 

from a lean handsome Yankee 

a message saying | was ageless 

oh dearie me, did that set my heart aflutter 
butterflies in my tummy, 


shooing the flies, almost slipped on the butter. 


He had chanced to Spotify my account @my page 


digged my Face & my Book 
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we talked and twittered linkedin arms, 
he asked where | would like 2 go 
mine or his space 


or would | like face to face. 


It’s just a number, no question of age, 
somehow time grew wings and just flew 
though most days bones do crick and crack 
‘tis gravity that makes my body unsteady 
whether | move forwards or back 

the knees too are somewhat rusty 


furrows in my skin a little crusty. 


My face never launched a single poem, 

a thousand | never could dream 

with a spring in my step, a song in my heart 
the quotient rose in self-esteem. 


Oh my skin glowed so, eyes bleary no more 
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| gushed and | blushed as he whispered mi amor. 


Signing off folks, 


for | have to preen and proon 


for my call it’Il be time very soon. 


Sunil Kaushal: Dr. Sunil Kaushal, an awarded author, a 
gynecologist, trilingual writer, translated into French, 
German, and Greek, has been honoured nationally and 
internationally with many awards. The Nissim Award given 
by Nissim Ltd., awarded by The Significant League 
(International); the Enchanting Muse and Fellow of the 
Regal World of Scribes Award, by The Pentasi B Poetree 
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Group; Literary Brigadier by StoryMirror; Stickypins 
bestowed her with the title of Quillmaster; the Women 
Achiever’s Award 2019 by Literoma. Featured in the Limca 
Book of Records as part of the Amravati Poetic Prism 2018. 
Her poems find a place in The Golden Book of World 
Records. Winner at YoAlfaaz. She was awarded Best Lioness 
President, Asia. She is a Gold medalist in Dramatics. Her 
varied interests and hobbies keep her in love with life and 
active at 76, yoga being the fuel. 
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| take off my shoes and walk in 

the gargantuan peepul scowls 

its brown serpents stretching to the floor 
as | move away 

its hissing leaves shake in anger 

inside— 

the red verandah floor 


seems like alta on my soles 
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or blood 

| enter the small room 
metallic eyes stare at me 
digging deep— 


a hole bleeds... 
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Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League etc. A few of her Hindi 
poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 
She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum for 
reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond of 
travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from nature. 
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LIFE...DIVINE 

Bound to the soil 

A deep-rooted tree 
Leaves dancing in mirth 
As the twinkle in the eyes 
Words sparkling 

A gushing gurgling rivulet 
Strong arms flung open 


As blossoming branches 
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Greeting the rain and sun 

A small figure -- 

Yet a giant reach 

The restful shadows 

Of an old wise tree 

With entwined stories of love and loss 
Death and renewal... 

A connect with all that was forever 
And all 


That would ever be... 


One such evergreen 

Lives on in us 

Ages since... 

Earthed and watered 

Across centuries of civilization 
Untamed 


Indestructible 
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Imperishable 


Undying... 


Supatra Sen: Dr. Supatra Sen, currently Associate Professor 
in a reputed Kolkata college is a veteran academician, 
teaching and researching in the fields of Botany and 
Environment. Her international books, papers and reviews 
are chiefly in her professional subject. She has edited 
several UGC funded ISBN volumes and is also the founder 
and Chief Editor of an ISSN peer-reviewed multi-disciplinary 
academic journal ‘Harvest’ since 2016. Her tryst with poetry 
writing began in 2020 during the global pandemic and in 
October 2021 her poetry anthology ‘My Autumn Sonata’ 
was published. 
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In acrylic paint on A4 by Suzette Portes San Jose 
WHISPERS IN THE WIND... 
| longed to hear the whisperings in the wind 
Wind that blows as cold as the winter breeze 
Breeze that shivers my body in numbness 
Numbness within my lonely hearts embrace 
Embrace the memories of the long lost soul 
Soul that binds my spirit into the pit of darkness 


Darkness that dwells in my burdened emptiness 
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Emptiness that used to be filled with much love 
Love that is lost in the sphere of time in forever 
Forever that you promised to stay and to hold 
Hold my hands tight so | will never fear falling 
Falling into the depth of my sorrows and pains 
Pains of torment as | drift into the flames of losing 
Losing the treasured moments we share together 
Together as we breathe the gusty air sending... 


Whispers In The Wind. 
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Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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THE WISE WOMAN SAYING 


To put together the pieces of a broken life, a bruised body, 
to calm the storm of a tormented mind - 


Time, patience and courage is essential 
Time - because healing requires days, months and years. 


Patience - because the journey is one step forward and two 
steps back 


until life gets calmer 


Courage - because you need to face reality and to be 
present 


No matter how painful it is. 


Most of all, believe in a better future 
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Make a decision today. 

To tear down the walls 
Burn down the bridges 

To forget who you ever was 
Create a new self 


Raise like a Phoenix 


Red and golden feathers will rain from the sky... 
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Svanhild L@vli: Svanhild L@vli is a_ billingual Poetess, 
currently residing in Gjévik, Norway. She is a freelance 
translator and in her spare time she also loves to draw and 
photograph. She is concerned with family life, nature 
conservation and gender equality. She is a_ regular 
contributor to GloMag. She is published in anthologies like 
Autunis Poetry, Poetry Planet and Antologia Serbia (2021). 
Her poems have been translated into Polish, Swedish, 
Italian, Serbian and Hindi. 
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THE MAID 

The maid; 

An integral part 

Of most households. 
The Atlas 

To the workload. 
The Hercules, 
Performing unabated 
All the chores 


That appear unsurpassable 


389 


Taken care of 

Without a flinch. 

For a bargained pay 

To offer a semblance 

Of a decent life 

To her dear ones. 
Unsung unheard of. 
Toiling the days 
Continuously, constantly 
In the hope 


Of a better tomorrow. 
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Uma Agarwal Bajaj: | have been contributing to Glomag for 
over a year now! But her trust in me has really made my 
pen a little creative. | am a Company Secretary by 
qualification, a homemaker by choice (since the last 20 
years) and a budding businesswoman. Having been 
occupied with family and kids, | recently realised that | have 
the ability to pen some of my thoughts. | write both in 
English and Hindi and hope to be better myself with each 
passing day. | read fiction whenever | get some time. Apart 
from this, | love to cook and have a fascination for 
gardening (in my balcony). 
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REQUIEM FOR KINDNESS 
A drizzle was pattering softly 
Smoke sketched a few curling grey vines, 


thunder rumbled in the distance 


Streetlights set blooms on tall iron stalks, 
a grey veil swirls thick between; 

And Humanity, 

in its infinite variety, 

is burnished by the serene light 


that shows the struggle of the soul 
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Each person with his own strange story, 
numbed to tolerance and acquiescence, 
none pause to wonder at his fellow’s, 
infinitely abject, 


shuffling past with our eyes shut 


Over us all brood a splendid unanimity; 
solemnized and brushed into uniformity 

as with a season squandered in grey 

Our eyes seem to push through curtains of colour, 


which yield like veils and close behind them 


In some tranquil space of pure clarity, 
look how the light becomes richer; 
bloom and ripeness lie everywhere 


Glory spreads out and multiplies its solendours 
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faster than thought can affect its combinations, 


or aspiration can utter her longings 


We are together; 


| press you to me 
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Val Smit: VaL Smit is a South African artist and poet based 
in Cape Town. She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork 
created and uses various media in portraying images that 
she feels fitting to deliver the message of the words she 
pens down. She focuses on the inner turmoil experienced 
by our disconnectedness from nature and each other. Her 
work has been published in various online journals 
including GloMag India, The Chachalaca Review, The West 
Review, The Raconteur Review, Literary Garland and 
Valiant Scribe. 
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A LOVER’S GAZE! 
The flowers 

Have always 
Wanted nothing 
More 


Than lingering look 


For those who knew botanical names 
The flowers watched 
Animated conversations 


Of those 
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Who nurture them? 
Or 


Nurture them not 


They perhaps overhead 


The daily regimen of care 


Shelter sun 

Water 

Those who knew 

The right proportions 


To feed them all 


And so it goes 

How much they bloom 
Under a lover's gaze 

A feather touch 

Till cruel hunter 


Plucks 
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Makes himself victim 
Complaining of thorn 
First Published in the anthology ‘Soul Shores’ in October 2021 
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Vandana Kumar: Vandana Kumar is a Middle School French 
teacher in New Delhi, India. An educator with over 20 years 
of experience, she is also a French translator and 
recruitment consultant. Her poems have been published in 
various national and international journals and websites 
like ‘Glomag’ ‘Mad Swirl’, Philadelphia based ‘North of 
Oxford’, UK based ‘Destiny Poets’, ‘Lothlorien Poetry 
Journal’, Greater London based ‘The Piker Press’, ‘Madras 
Courier’ etc. She has featured in anthologies like Houston, 
Texas based — ‘Harbinger Asylum’, US based ‘Kali Project’ of 
Indie Blu(e) Publishing etc. She has been part of two 
projects of the World literature series on Post- modern 


398 


voices and critical thought. She also writes articles on 
cinema that have appeared on websites and journals like 
‘Just-cinema’, ‘Daily Eye’, ‘The Free Press Journal’, 
Boloji.com and The Artamour. 
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DROWNING THE SILENCES 

Of a sage’s words, 

Mocking the depths 

Between the lines upon a crone’s face, 
The dilettante 

Traces printed words 

With tired eyes 

And prejudiced head — 


A claim to intellect. 
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The Wise 


Know where to delve. 


Vidya Shankar: | am a widely published Indian poet, writer, 
editor, blogger, English teacher, a “book” in the Human 
Library, and mandala art instructor. The author of two 
poetry books, | have received several literary awards and 
recognitions. One of my poems has been published in the 
first ever Yearbook of Indian Poetry in English, 2020-21. | 
have been featured in a unique coffee table book, ‘50 
Inspiring Women boys and girls should read about, Chennai 
Edition’. | find meaning to my life through yoga and 
mandalas. 
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SOME STORIES 
Some stories hide in the shadows 
And fall in love 


With other stories, for better or worse - - 


And toss a bouquet of queries 


For others to grab 


In sickness and in health - - 
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Some stories survive, 
Are kidnapped but set free 


To be loved and cherished - - 


Some stories forget their vows 
And try to separate 


Mother from child - - 


And some stories wait 


For another generation 


To rewrite them. 
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Vijay Nair: | retired as Associate Professor, Department of 
English, Government Victoria College Palakkad, Kerala. | 
taught English Language and Literature in various colleges 
for 31 years. My Ph.D. thesis was on the plays of Wole 
Soyinka. | was awarded the Reuel International Prize for 
Writing & Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the 
Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was 
also adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 2018 by the same 
poetry group. | have been fortunate to have had my poems 
nominated on 8 occasions as ‘Poem of the Month’ at Poets, 
Artists Unplugged. Three of my poems have been included 
in the PG syllabus of BBMK University, Dhanbad. My short 
stories have appeared in Dynami Zois [Virasat] and The 
Road Taken [Impish Lass]. 
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CHANGE 

Your daughter is not a burden 

She is a human being like any other 

She has her dreams and aspirations 

Do not weigh down her shoulders with your expectations. 
Your idea of what society will think of you 

If she remains unmarried 

Or marries outside your group 

Of religion or caste or creed or politics or whatever 


Is immaterial. 
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If you think so, it means that your daughter is not your 
priority. 


Society and gossip mongers are. 

For what should be foremost in your mind 

Is her happiness. 

Not these fat thoughts that choke her 

That drown her 

That lead to her miserable end. 

Why pay a man to insult her, abuse her, kill her 

instead of giving her the gift of happiness and life? 

Why pay a man to keep her when she can keep herself? 


Marriage is not everything. 
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Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as State Tax Officer in 
the State GST Department. She has translated for the 
Kerala Sahitya Academy and has also contributed articles 
for the Malayalam Literary Survey, a quarterly brought out 
by the academy. She has published poems and short stories 
in various anthologies. She is co-editor of two anthologies. 
Her debut poetry collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ 
published in August 2017 is available on Amazon. Her latest 
work titled 'Penpiravi-Birth of A Woman’ is the translation 
of the Malayalam poet Girija Pathekkara's poetry collection 
published by Authorspress, New Delhi (October, 2021) 
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| heard you cry 

From the little corridor 

| was standing in 

With bated breath 

You were given to me 

A tiny creature 

Wrapped in a towel no less so 
As | took you in my arms 


| could feel tears making an exit 
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Silent drops that had been 

My constant companion 

In the years you were not seen 
| feel complete now 

With you looking at me 


For you, my daughter, 


| can fight off the hostile sea. 
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